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e Bradys turned. Thick black smoke came rushing into the dark-room. There in the entrance 


stood a man wearing a dark mask, waving a flaming torch above his head. 
"Ah there, meddling spies! Stay there!” he shouted, 
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. CHAPTER L—Prof. Dinsmore Takes Four Snaps 


The Bradys, now generally admitted to be the 
most expert detectives in America, are like many 
another successful firm, justly proud of the suc- 
cess they have made in the line of their profes- 
sional work. This feeling has not infrequently 
prompted these roma kabi 
cases solely on their owh account. Some of these 
attempts to solve mysteries accidentally coming 
in their way have led to remarkable results. The 
case which we are now about to consider was 
such a one. Jt followed on the heels of a call 
from a Chicago bank in connection with which 
the Bradys ran down a defaulting cashier, and 
started him on his road to Joliet. The work of 
the detectives on this case terminated at noon on 
a certain November day. 

Havin® left the City Hall, the Bradys walked 
around to ‘Kinsley’s restaurant, and had lunch. 
It was their intention to take the afternoon train 
for New York. Having finished lunch, Old King 
Brady remarked to his partner that he was go- 
ing to call upon an old friend, and would meet 
him at the station unless he cared to go along. 

“What’s the matter with me going with you, 
Governor?” said Young King Brady. 
nothing else to do.” 

Old King Brady led the way to the corner of 
Randolph and La Salle streets, and the detectives 
ascended to the top floor of the old Metropolitan 
Block. Here they entered the office of Prof. 
John Dinsmore, analytical chemist, assayer, and 
general expert in ores, a gentleman whose work 
in his day was widely known in the West. The 
office boy who received them in a little lobby 
stared hard at the old detective, whom it was 
plain he instantly recognized. This was not 
strange. Old King Brady is a man of marked 
appearance, and the paralı” style of dress which 
he always affects when not in disguise renders 
him even more noticeable. - 


These peculiarities consist of a long blue_coat 


with brass buttons, a big white felt hat with an ~ 


extrabdrdinarily proad brim, an old-fashioned stock 
and stand-up collar. Thus, once seen, Old King 
Brady is always remembered, and there was, 
moreover, an excellent photograph of him hang- 
ine in Mr. Dinsmore’s laboratory. 

“Is the professor in?” inquired the old detec- 
tive. 

The professor was in, and he came out to greet 
his old friend. 

“Come into ə laboratory,” he said heartily. 
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“Asit happens, I am not at all "o ə day. < 
deed, I was merely fussing over my photog- 
raphy. I don”t know that you are aware, Brady, 
that I have taken up photography as a recrea- 
tion of late.” 

Harry had in the meanwhile been introduced, 
and the conversation turned, on photographic 
lines. Professor Dinsmore showed them a line 
of „prints in albums and others loose. Some 


‘bird’s-eye views which he had taken by the aid 


of kites were especially interesting. He had 
fitted up a little darkroom for developing, and a 
frame outside the window for printing, all very 
complete. But Professor Dinsmore was too much 
of a gentleman to inflict his hobby on a friend 
for any length of time.. He soon switched off to 
the detective business. Here Old King Brady 
blocked him. 

“The crimes of a great city are hardly ‘worth 
the thought of a man of your age and intelli- 
gence, Dinsmore,” he said. “So we won't talk 
my shop, if you ‘please. ə 

“Oh, hold on!” laughed the lolo. “Don”t 
cut me off like that. I have always been very 
much interested in your work, as you know. The 
other day I took a snapshot picture out of this 


window, just to see what I would get. I aimed 
the camera down on La Salle street. It was 
about three o’clock in the afternoon, When I 


came to print from that place I discovered that 
I had snapped a crime, which made me think of 
you.” 

“A crime? 
King Brady. 

“TI show you the picture,” replied the profes- 
sor. “See if you can find it for yourself.” 

The chemist took down a portfolio and pro- 
duced the picture. Old King Brady glanced at it 
rather carelessly. 

“I don’t see anything,” he said. 

“Let me have a look, ” said Harry, who felt 
that the old detective was rather inclined to make 
light of the affair. 

“T see!” he exclaimed, after a while. “There 
is a fellow pickifig a man’s pocket right there 
on the corner.” 

“That’s it,” said the chemist. “That is exactly 
It would be interesting to 
know what he got and whether the man caught 
him at it, but of course we never shall.” ” 

“Tt would be interesting to follow up a snap- 
shot clue like that,” said Harry. “Dont you 
think so, Governor?” 

“Depends upon what one got.” 


How do you mean?” asked Old 


2 THE BRADYS’ 


“I suppose there is scarcely an hour in the 
day when some crime is not being committed in 
- Chicago,” said the professor. “I take more in- 
terest in detective work than you think for. It 
would be an immense satisfaction to me to know 
that I, by my photography, had been the means 
of unearthing some dark mystery and addition- 
ally so if I knew that through my friend, Old 
King Brady, the unearthing had been done.” 
“Or, in other words,” replied Old King Bracy, 


“you would like to have me trace out a crime by - 


clew furnished by your camera. Do you know, 
Dinsmore, the notion appeals to me. Suppose we 
try a snap shot right now, and see what we get.” 

“When are you returning to New York?” 

“We were going this afternoon, but if you can 
produce a case for us by your camera we might 
be induced to stay over.” 

Actually Old King Brady was merely humoring 
his friend’s notion. 

Professor Dinsmore, however, did not take it 
so at all. 

He was a simple old gentleman outside of his 
profession. = 
— Just now he was letting his hobby run away 
with him a bit—that was all. 

“Pd like to try it,” he said. “It is an un- 
usually bright day for this time of year. I conld 
develop the plate at once and have a print for 
you in a short time. What do you say?” 

“Go ahead,” replied Old King Brady. 

“What do you intend to photograph?” inquired 
Harry. “The street?” 

” “Then let me suggest that you take three shots 
of the buildings opposite. In the day-time ‘crimes 
are more likely to be committed indoors than 
out.” 

“Yes, but I could hardly get a picture in which 
we could see what is going on behind window 
glass.” 

“It is an unusually warm day for this time of 
year, and I notice several windows are up across 
the way.” s 

“Try one of each,” suggested Old King Brady. 

“PIL make it two of the street and two of the 
buildings opposite,” replied the professor. “That’s 
what we wiil do, and see what comes of it.” 

‘Right. Fire away, professor.” 

Professor Dinsmore now brought out his cam- 
era, and made his snap shots: 

After some further talk the Bradys decided to 
retire, and to call again later in the day. 

This they did at about five o’clock. 

“Well?” exclaimed Old King Brady, “and what 
luck? Did you get a murder in the act of com- 
mission on one of those plates?” 

“Not exactly that, Brady; but there is some- 
thing on one of them which may well *be the be- 
ginning of a crime, and the second snap shot fol- 

” lows it up one step.” 8 

“In a building or on the street?” demanded 
Harry. 

“In a building; but I will give you no further 
hint. Work it out for yourselves. There is 
nothing unusual in the street pictures that I can 
see.” 

The professor produced his prints. : 

They were by no means perfect, but wére quite 
good as to detail. 

“1 see a very singular looking man bending over 


-this business. 
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a woman who lies stretched upon the floor,” 
Young King Brady exclaimed. 

“That’s it. Thats No. 2,” replied the pro- 
fessor. 

“In my picture I see a very singular looking 
man behind an open window, who appears to be 
in the act of strangling a woman!” said Old 
King Brady, studying the print which the pro- 
fessor had passed to him through a big magnify- 
ing glass. - 

“İt is really very remarkable that our chance 
conversation. should be followed by such results,” 
said the professor excitedly. “I harcly imagined 
that I should be so favored. You see what I see, 
gentlemen.” R 

“This is No. 1, I take it?” asked Old King 
Brady. 

“That is No. 1,” replied the professor. 

The Bradys changed pictures. 

“Same man,” eried Harry. 5 

“Undoubtedly,” replied the old detective. “The 
fellow choked that woman until she fell on the 
fioor, whatever else may have come of it.” 

“Well, there’s your snap shot clew, gentlemen,” 
exclaimed the professor. ‘Now it rests with you 
to say whether it is worth your while to follow 
it up.” 

“Qh, we will certainly make the try,” replied 
the old detective. “I gave you my promise, pro- 
fessor, and I propose to make good.” 

“Which building is it?” questioned Harry, look- 
ing out of the window. “Oh, I see.” 

It was a low, three-story building nearly op- 
posite, which stood wedged in between two higher 
ones. ` 

The lower story was occupied by a firm deal- 
ing in paper novelties. 

The window still stood open as it had been 
when the professor took his snap shot. 

Old King Brady took out his pocket field-glass, 
which he always carries. 

It was getting dusk, and nothing could be seen 
in the room with the naked eye. 

Throwing up the sash of the professor’s win- 
dow, the old detective had his look. 

“By Jove, the woman is lying-on the floor 
still!” he exclaimed. 

“Perhaps she is drunk!” suggested Harry. > 

“Perhaps, and perhaps not,” replied Old King 
Brady. “Professor, let us take the next step in 
We will proceed to follow up our 
snap shot clew. Let us go out ‘and enter that 
building.” : 


CHAPTER 11— The Crime Caught by Camera, 


They descended to Randolph street, and turned - 
the corner into La Salle, for it was upon this 
great thoroughfare that the building was located. 
The paper warehouse on the ground floor had 
already closed, but the side door stood wide open. 
They ascended the dark stairway, and passed be- 
fore the door connecting with the front rooms. 
There was no name upon it. 

“What excuse will you make if anyone comes 
to the door?” whispered the professor, who had 
followed the detectives upstairs after all. 

“Leave that to me; it is part of my business,” 
replied Old King Brady, and he knocked loudly 
on the door, 
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There was no answer. Old King Brady was 
about to repeat the knock when footsteps were 
heard on the stairs. 


“Hold on! Someone coming!” whispered the ” 


professor. 
Old King Brady paused. It wås almost too 

dark in the hall to see each other”s faces. The 
best that the detectives could do with the new 
comer was to see that he was a young man, his 
features they could not make out. A strong 
odor of liquor showed that he had been drinking, 
but his voice did not betray him when he de- 
manded, in rather a surly tone: _ 

“Well, what are you fellows doing here?” 

“Are these your rooms?” asked Old King 
Brady, in an authoritative tone. 

“Yes, they are. I pay for one of them at 
least. There is only one.” 

“There are two rooms in front. here.” 

“Well! The other is cut off. -The people 
downstairs use it for a storeroom, and have a 
stair leading up to it. 
What do you want?” 

Old King Brady produced his flash lantern, and 
threw the light upon the fellow’s face. An in- 
stant later he had flashed the light on his “official 
shield, saying, as he did so: 

“I am an officer, my friend. 
open that door.” 

The newcomer was a young man with a big, 
moonlike, German face. 

“A detective!” he exclaimed. “What in the 
world can you want with a person so near nobody 
as me?” : 

“What is your name?” Old King Brady asked. 

“Fritz Muller.” : 

“Open the door.” : 

“But I want to know n. 

. “Open the door!” thundered Old King Brady. 
Young Muller now began to be alarmed. 
He produced a latch-key, and nervously fitted 

it into the lock. The door flew back. Light 

enough came in at the window to show what the 

Bradys knew must be revealed. There stretched 

upon the floor, lay the body of rather a good- 

looking, middle-aged woman. Young Muller gave 

a startled cry. 
“Good heavens! he 


blurted out. : 
“Don’t you know what it means?” demanded 


I want you to 


What does this mean?” 


- the old detective. 


“I know?” Certainly not. I haven’t been here 
since morning. I don’t know that woman. What 
does it mean?” 

“Lock the door, Harry,” said Old King Brady. 

He stepped to the gas-jet and lighted it. Then, 
bending down over the woman, he made a care- 
ful examination. She was quite dead, the body 
was already cold. That she had been strangled 
by the man shown in the snap shot clew was 
manifest. The face was somewhat blackened; 
there were dark welts about the throat in the 
shape of finger prints. Old King. Brady put his 
hand behind the corset and drew out a big roll 
of bills. , 

“By Jove, Brady, our murderer was no thief, 
then!” the professor exclaimed. 

“Robbery was certainly not the motive for this 
crime,” replied the old detective, quietly. 

He arose and glanced about the room. Young 
Muller meanwhile stood staring at the corpse. 


Who are you anyway? 


His own face was deathly white; the continued 
moistening of the lips showed his extreme nerv- 
ousness. Old King Brady considered it good 
policy to let him alone for a few minutes, Con- 
sequently he did not now even look at him, but 
continued his preliminary examination of the 
room. It was certainly a curious place to find on 
La Selle street. In one corner was a single iron 
bed; on the opposite side a bureau, table, and 
chairs. There was a bench across the entire 
length. This was littered with tools and models 
of various sorts, the nature of which the detec- 
tives could not comprehend at a glance. There 
was also a foot lathe and a small machine at- 
tached to the bench, which seemed to be intended 
for wood-working of some sort. These and other 
things indicated young Mulier as a mechanic. 
The time had ceme to investigate the man, and 
King Brady turned to his work. 

“Your name is Muller, I think you said?” he : 
began. 

“Yes” 

“And mine is Brady.” 

“Old King Brady?” 


EEN oa 
“I thought so. I want-you to understand ug 
“Wait. What is your business?” 


Š 3 work for the United States Reaper & Mower 
o. : 

“In what capacity?” 

“I-am in the machine shop.” 

“How long have you been with them?” 

“Three years.” 

“What do you do here?” 

“I am trying experiments.” 

“On what?” 

“Do I have to tgl all about my private busi- 
ness? - I don’t see any reason why I should.” 
“You don’t have to answer any of my ques- 
tions, Mr. Muller. You are not obliged to say 
anything at all.” t 

No answer. ' / 

“But if you are not frank you will regret it. 
What you tell me I shall keep to myself. Once 
the police take you in hand and try their third 
degree on you will be a very different thing.” 

Still no answer. 

“Do you wish me to proceed, or shall I send 
for an officer?” 

“Go on with your questions.” 

“Are you in the habit of bringing people into 
this room?” o 

“Nobody is ever allowed to enter .the room.” 

“You work hard all day?” ~ , 

“You bet 1 do.” x 

əəə burn the midnight oil over these mod- 
els?” 

No answer. 

“You must have some powerful röason for 
that, young man.” : 

“T have.” 

“You don’t care to state what it is?” 

“No.” 

“You don’t have to, at least not to me. Do you 
leave your window open when you go to work?” 

“Never! I always shut it and pull the shadg 
down.” 

“Did you do so this morning?” 

‘“T most certainly did.” 

“You see the condition in which it is now?” 

“Veg.” 
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“How do you account for it?” 

“I can’t account for it, unless that woman 
raised the shade and opened the window.” 

“Can you think of any reason why she should 
come into your room?” R 

“No, unless—no, I can’t.” 

“The ‘unless’ means that you can. What is the 
reason?” 


No answer. 

“Harry, show the snap shots.” 

Young King Brady produced the two.prints. 

“Examine those pictures carefully, Muller,” 
Old King Brady said. - 

Young Muller stepped to the gas and examined 
the prints. 

“Good heavens! 
her!” he exclaimed. 

“Do you know that man?” 

“T swear that I don’t.” 

“Look at the other picture.” 

Muller’s face had-grown pale at the sight of 
the first picture; it grew paler when he looked 
at the second, which was the one showing the 
murderer bending over his victim. 

“1 know nothing about these pictures,” stam- 
mered Muller, handing them back. 

“Of course you don’t,” replied Old King Brady. 
“Have you anything more to say?” 

“No,” 

“Then we will leave you.” 

“Come,” he said, and Harry and Professor 
Dinsmore followed him out of the room. 

Muller pushed the door shut, but did not bolt 
it, nor try to turn the night latch, which Young 
King Brady had fastened back. : 

“Stand here,” said the old detective, in a whis- 


This shows the man choking 


per. 

They stood in the dark, listening. An instant 
iater a sharp cry was heard within the room, fol- 
lowed by the sound of a heavy fall. 


CHAPTER III.—The Bradys Barred Out. 


“What oneearth is that?” exclaimed Professor 
Dinsmore. s 

“The man has just discovered that he had been 
- robbed, and has keeled over in a faint,” replied 
Old King Brady, quietly. “I knew how it would 

” 


“Robbed of what?” . 

“Whatever these people came after. 
should I know what? Come on.” 

He pushed the door open, and entered fhe 
room. Fritz Muller lay in a heap upon the floor, 
near the bureau. The lower drawer had been 
pulled out; there was a key in the lock. The 
contents, of the drawer had been somewhat 
tumbled about. Muller lay in a faint, just as 
Old King Brady had said. 

“Water, Harry!” cried the old detective. 

Harry brought water and bathed his temples. 
In a few minutes the young man revived. 

“Did I faint?” he gasped. 

“You certainly did,” replied Old King Brady, 
adding: 

“Then they did rob you, it seems.” 

““€Of the result of years of hard work. I can 
never do it again—never! I am a ruined man.” 

The tears came now. Muller wiped them away, 
and wound up with a few choking sobsy 


How 
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“Cheer up,” said Old King Brady. “I think 
now, young man, that it will pay you to be frank 
with me.” 

Muller staggered to his feet. 

“It don’t make much difference how,” he said. 
“I suppose I shall lose my job anyway.” - 

“Tell it.” 

“Wait; let me think.” 

“Tell it!” 

“No. I wont. I may tell you later, but it 
must be you alone. I am not going to speak out 
before three witnesses. If I did that I should 
be a fool.” 

So the old detective asked Harry and Profes- 
sor Dinsmore to retire, which they did. Harry 
was ordered to telephone the police. 

“Now, young man, is your chance to clear up 
this mystery so far as in your power lies,” Old 
King Brady said. 

“Well, then, here goes. I have been trying to 
improve on several patents held by the United 
States Reaper & Mower Co. 1 had my work all 
done, and the drawings all made. I have been 
robbed of the result of three years’ work.” 

“Models?” 

“The models were not complete.” 

“None have been taken?” 

“No.” 

“Just the drawings?” 

“And the specifications.” 

“Did you propose using these against the com- 
pany?” 

Ə.” 

“Tt would have injured their business?” 

Muller gave a sickly grin. 

“It would have put them out of business un- 
less they bought us out?” he said. 

“VVho is the other one?” 

“My backer.” 

“Telling?” 

“No.” A 

“Do you suppose that this woman, having 
robbed you, was in turn robbed by someone else 
and killed?” ” 

“Don”t it look so?” 

“Yes, to me.” 

“Well?” 

“Cannot you see that this murder is bound to 
be a nine days’ wonder in Chicago?” 

“T suppose it is.” ; 

“Certainly it is. Your picture will be pub- 
lished in the papers, along with pictures of your- 
secret workshop here. You cannot hope to es- 
cape notoriety.” 

“” the same, I shall have to bear the brunt 
of it.” 

“You will not give your backer away?” 

“Why should I bring a friend into trouble just 
because I happen to have tumbled into trouble 
myself?” 

“You are right; just the same, everybody don’t 
see it that way. Now. I can’t force you to. do 
anything about this business, and I don’t propose 
to try, but once the police begin to handle this 
case you need not expect them to be so kind.” 

“T expect I am going to have a lot of trouble,” 
sighed Fritz | 

„He dropped.into a chair and buried his face in 
his hands. Old King Brady went over to the 
work-bench and examined things. He saw enough 
to show him that the young man’s claim was cor- 


v 
, 


THE BRADYS” SNAP SHOT CLEVV 5 


rect. Undoubtedly he had been attempting to im- 
prove on heavy machinery. A fevv minutes later 
and the police arrived. It was the precinct cap- 
tain himself in resplendent uniform,- followed by 
two men. Harry brought”up the rear, and intro- 
duced the chief. The captain was one of the 
silent kind who listen, look, question, and keep 
their own mouths tightly closed. 2 

“You have explained to the captain hovv vve 
came to catch on to this case?” Old King Brady 
asked Harry. 3 

“1 have,” was the reply. z 2 

“Tt is very odd,” said the captain, looking 
around. € 

“You are the tenant here?” he asked yoüng 
Muller sternly. 

Then followed a shower of questions. They 
need not be gone into here. Enough to say that 
most of them were useless. The captain got no 
such information as Old King Brady had ob- 
tained. . Concerning the robbery of the papers, 
the old detective never said a word, and it is 
hardly necessary to mention that Fritz kept it to 
himself. The captain then turned upon Old King 
Brady, and showered him with questions con- 
cerning his snap shot clew. His manner was al- 
most as brusque as in talking to Fritz. Old King 
Brady handed over the money he had taken from 
the corpse. The captain counted it. 5 

“Fifteen hundred ana sixty-eight dollars,” he 
said. 

He looked as if he was about.to make some 
further remark, but he did not. > ör 

“Handcuff that man,” he said sternly, pointing 
to Muller. 

One of the policemen then put the bracelets on 
Fritz. i 

“Harry, we will withdraw,” said Old King 
Brady. 

“You will stay here till the coroner comes,” 
snarled the captain. : 

“We shall do nothing of the sort, and I advise 

ou not to attempt to force us,” retorted Old 
King Brady. “We are stopping at the Audito- 
rium. Good-day.” 

The detectives then returned to the hotel, 
Harry was up at five o’clock, and at half-past 
he entered Old King Brady’s room with the 
morning paper. : 

“Hellol You have got the paper,” exclaimed 
Old King Brady, sitting up, “Has the dead 
woman been identified?” 

“So the paper claims.” 

“Who is she?” as 2 i 

“Mrs, John D, Roberts, wife of the presi- 
dent and principal owner of the United States 
Reaper & Mower Co.” 

“Why, that man is worth anywhere from twen- 
ty to thirty millions.” 

“So the paper states.” 

“Have they held that boy for the murder?” 

“Yes, The paper has a long interview with 
our friend the captain, who has practically pro- 
nounced him guilty.” 

“Yes? Any mention of 
clew?” 

“Not a word.” 

“The captain thinks to suppress it, and us. 

well; he will soon learn his mistake.” 


our snap shot 


CHAPTER IV.—Harry Takes a Job, 


If the Bradys had been barred out by the police 
captain then so much the more reason in the old 
detective’s way of,thinking that they should force 
themselves into the case. At the breakfast table 
the detectives discussed the situation. Accord- 
ing to the newspaper account, the body was posi- 
tively identified as that of Mrs. John D. Roberts 
by her husband, who viewed it at the morgue, to 
which it had been removed. Mr. Roberts was 
entirely unable to account for the murder. He 


. Stated that his wife had left home on a shopping 


expedition early in the afternoon. Contrary to 
her ususal custom, the lady had not taken’ her 
automobile, but had gone downtown from the 
Roberts mansion on Wabash avenue on the elec- 
tric car. This was the last seen of her alive, 

The couple had been twenty years married and 
had no children. The account then went on to 
speak of Fritz Muller. They described him as a 
skillful mechanic, and a faithft® employee of the 
company. There were pictures of the La Salle 
street room, showing the work-bench, etc., but 
there was no attempt to explain its presence 
there. The article dwelt upon the mystery of the 
visit of this wealthy woman to the room of one of 
her husband”s humble employees. There was not 
a word said of the Bradys’ snap shot clew, — 

The Bradys laid around the hotel. Shortly be- 
fore ten o’clock up came the card of Captain 
Branagan.: Old King Brady ordered the cap- 
tain shown up, and in a few minutes he entered 
the room, but not alone. > 

“Oh, good morning, Mr. Brady!” he exclaimed: 
“Let me introduce you to Mr. Roberts.” 5 

Old King Brady got up and faced the pair 
without returning the greeting. Mr. Roberts 
was a tall, pompous looking man, a perfect speci- 
men of an insolent modern millionaire. 

“So these are the famous detectives?” he said, 
looking the Bradys over as though they were 
some*hew species of wild animal. * 

“I did not get your card, I believe, Mr. Rob- 
erts,” said the old detective coolly. ` 

“No, Captain Branagan ə 

“Wait. To what do I owe this intrusion?” 

“We want to see you,” broke in Branagan. 

“You sent up your card, captain; you can in- 
terview us. Mr. Roberts, you will find the door 
behind you, sir.” : 

The millionaire was furious. He flushed up to 
the roots of his hair, but managed to check him- 
self as she started to speak. 

“T beg your pardon, Mr. Brady,” he then said, 
“If you will accept my apology with my card, I 
would like to remain and have a word with you.” 

Old King Brady waved the card aside. 

“Sit down, gentlemen,” he said. “Say your 
say.” 

“Tt is about that snap shot clew of yours,” be- 
gan Captain Branagan. “I would like to have 
you show those pictures to Mr. Roberts, and to 
get copies of them, as you promised.” 

“I made no such promise. The pictures are my 
property; I shall hold them until I can see the 
chief of police.” 


“The chief is in St. Louis. I talked with him 
over the telephone last night. He said that you 
were to be associated with the police in the case.” 


6 4 


“Oh, indeed! What if we decline?” 
“Surely you will not block the way. The woman 


- you discovered dead in that room is Mr. Robert’s 


wife. 
ers?” 
“I have. Captain Branagar® you owe me two 
apologies. One for your rudeness last night, the 
other for bringing this man into my room un- 
announced.” s a 
“Well, I apologize, then. I own I was wrong.” 
“Enough. Now, let us get ahead,” replied Gid 
King Brady. 
He had not put up this pretense of wounded 


I suppose you have read the morning pa- 


dignity for nothing. The old detective wanted to” 


study the millionaire’s face. 
his work növy. 3 : 

“That man is most certainly glad that his wifa 
is dead,” he assured himself; “of that there can- 
not be the slightest doubt.” 

Without any more talk he produced the pic- 
tures. Mr. Roberts seized them eagerly, and 
studied the face of the murderer. 

“T don’t know that man,” he said at length, 
“but this is absolute proof, captain, that Fritz 
Muller did not commit the crime.” 

“He may have been in the room,” said the cap- 


tain. 
If Mr. 


He had completed 


“T would like further information. 
Brady would tell how these pictures came to be 
taken.” 

“Certainly,” replied Old King Brady. “There 
is no mystery about it,” and he proceeded to de- 
tail the circumstances of the taking of the snap 
shot clew. 


“It is very remarkable,” said Mr. Roberts. 
“Tt is one of the accidents of our business,” 
` Old King Brady replied. s 

“Can you get copies of those prints for me?” 
demanded Captain Branagan. 

“You may take those,” replied the old detec- 
tive. “I can get others,” 

The captain looked: jubilant as he pocketed the 
prints. He had evidently no further use for the 
detectives. After a few minutes of general con- 
versation he arose to depart. 

“You may report to me if you turn anything 
‘up, Brady,” he said, carelessly. 

“All right,” replied the old detective. “If we 
find anything which we care to report to you we 
shall do so. « Good-day.” . 

He bovved his visitors out, and elosed the door. 

“What in the world did you give up those pic- 
tures for?” demanded Harry. 

“They cut no ice. 1 shall never forget that 
face. The man was disguised. Besides, we can 
get others.” 

“That Roberts is a rascal.” 

“So I think.” 

“What are you going to do?” 

“As he asked me.” e 

“But he did not ask you anything.” 

“Harry, are you blind? Didn’t you see him look 
at me and point his forefinger to the floor?” 

“No.” 

“Be more wide awake.” 

“What do you make of that—a sign?” 

“Surely. A sign for us to remain here.” 

“You think he vvill be back, then?” 

“I am sure of it.” ; 

And so it was. ‘Within ten minutes up came 
John D. Robert’s personal card. 
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“Show the gentleman up,” said Old King 
Brady. Then,in a minute Mr. Roberts was back 
in his chair. His whole manner had now changed. 

“Mr. Brady,” he began, “I have been hard hit 
by this misfortune. I have got to have more ~ 
help than the police can give me.” 

“Well?” replied the old detective coldly. 

“Of course, I have heard of your firm. I should 
like to engage you to ferret out this mystery.” 

“You can.” € 3 

“On vhat terms?” 

“Providing you give me your full confidence, 
and answer all my questions.” 

“Very well. Question me as you please.” 

: əlave you any idea who that disguised man 
is? 

Harry thought that the millionaire started and 
looked slightly confused. 

“1 certainly have not,” he replied. 

“Have you any idea why Mrs. Roberts should 
visit the rooms of this man Muller?” 

“Absolütely no.” 

“VVhat is his record?” 

“Good. He is a most skillful mechanic, and 
always attended strictly to his work.” 

“Were you on good terms with your wife, Mr. 
Roberts?” 

The millionaire set his teeth. 

“Why, certainly. All the world knows that,” 
he replied. 

“Have you a family?” 

“No; we never had children.” 

“Had your wife property of her own?” 

“Yes. She inherited’ six millions from her 
father.” s 

“Has she left a will?” ; 

“Really, Mr. Brady, I don’t know. This blow - 
has come upon me very suddenly. I have not had 
time to investigate Mrs. Roberts’ affairs as yet.” 

“Do so as. quick as possible, then, and let me 
know the result. That is all I have to say now.” 

But Mr. Roberts made an effort to prolong the. 
interview. He began asking Old King Brady 
questions. At last he withdrew, 

“And how do you like him now, Harry?” Old 
King Brady asked, as soon as Mr. Roberts was 
fairly gone. 


“Less than ever,’ was the prompt reply. 

“Give me that paper, Harry.” 

“Hello! What now?” 

“Wait till I shew you.” : 

“During the wait Old King Brady had studied 
the morning paper with’more than usual care. 
He now turned to the want column, and running 
his finger down the list said: 

“Read that.” 

Harry read as follows: 

“Wanted, a civil young man to wait on table. 
Must know his business and come well recom- 
mended. Apply to steward, No. — Wabash Ave.” 

“Well,” demanded Harry. “What about that?”. 

“That is John D. Roberts’ number, Harry. 

“1 go for that place?” 

““Yesş and you must get it, if not too late.” 

“You suspect Roberts of being mixed up in this 
murder?” 

“Not at all. I am convinced, however, from 
his manner that he and his wife were not on 
good terms.” 

“But the recommendation?’ 

“Go to Mr. Cameron.” 


” 
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The name was that of the bank president for 
whom they had just finished a case. And Harry 
did go to Mr. Cameron. Explaining his errand, 
he secured a written recommendation from the 
banker. Better still, this did the business. Harry 
found the place unfilled, and the steward prompt- 
ly engaged him. That evening Young King Brady 
completely disguised, took up his work as a 
waiter in the Roberts’ mansion. 


CHAPTER V.—The Mystery of a Bandbox. 


Old King Brady does not always outline his 
own work to his partner. He failed to do so in 
this case, and Harry makes it a rule never to 
ask. Before leaving the evening before, Profes- 
sor Dinsmore had, at the old detective”s request, 
promised to print another pair of pictures early 
in the morning. Old King Brady immediately 
after Harry’s departure hurried to the Metro- 
politan Block, and went up to the chemist’s 
rooms. 

The professor was as good as his word and 
had the pictures ready. Old King Brady pock- 
eted his pictures and hurried away. His next 
call was at a drug store, where he carefully ex- 
amined the business directory, and made up a 
list of the costumers in Chicago. It was a long 
one. They seemed to be especially numerous on 
the North Side over Milwaukee avenue way. The 
old detective started right in and tackled the 
Milwaukee avenue costumers first. His idea was 
to see if he could locate the man who had sold 
or loaned the huge false beard and probably a 
wig also to the murderer. The remainder of the 
morning and part of the afternoon was devoted 
to Milwaukee avenue alone, but with no success. 
At two o'clock Old King Brady turned up at the 
hotel, where he found a 55 from Harry 
announcing his engagement by Mr. Roberts” 
steward. A 

“Goody!” muttered Old King Brady. “Things 
are moving, and I must get a move on, too.” 

The afternoon brought better success. The 
first costumer Old King Brady called on was 
one of the largest in Chicago, whose place of 
business was on State street. This in his judg- 
ment would have been the last place that a man 
about to commit a crime would have bought his 
disguise. But it proved otherwise. No sooner. 
had the old detective introduced himself and 
stated his business than the costumer said: 

“T am satisfied that I sold that beard and 
wig.” 

“Then you are just the man I want to see,” 
said Old King Brady. “This information is want- 
ed in connection with the Roberts case. The 
authorities will be obliged to you if you will 
tell me all, you know.” 

“I can’t tell you much,” was the reply. “The 
order came by telephone. I was asked to send 
a heavy black beard and a wig to match to 680 


Randolph street; the name given was Mrs. 
Metz.” 

“And you sent it?” 

“Yes.” 


“Who took the articles?” 
“Fred Lang, my assistant. He is upstairs at 
present. You had better talk with him.” 


Fred Lang was called down. He proved to be 
a very intelligent young fellow. 

“I went to the house and rang the bell,” he 
said. “There came a woman to the door who 
told me that she did not know any such person 
as Mrs. Metz. 1 thought some one had been 
fooling us, but just as I was going to get on the 
car a man came hurrying up to me, and asked 
if i was from here, and had a box for Mrs. Metz. 
I told him yes, and he said that there had been 
a mistake in the number. He paid the bill, and 
I gave up the box.” 

“What sort of looking person was he?” de- 
manded Old King Brady. : 

“He was tall and dark, and looked like a 
Frenchman or an Italian,” replied Lang. 

“Did you observe which way he went?” 

“Yes, I did. I had the curiosity to follow him. 
He went around the corner of May street, and 
jumped into a cab which was waiting there.” 

“Did he really? Well, now, if you can give 
me the number of that cab I shall write you 
down the brightest lad in Chicago,” Old King 
Brady said. 

“1 can,” replied Lang. “It was 1603.” 

“Good!” exclaimed the old detective. 
let me use your telephone a moment.” 

Old King Brady called up the city license 
bureau. Here he promptly learned that cab 1603 
stood at the Sherman House, and was owned by 
one Patrick Callahan. To the Sherman House 
was but a few steps. Fortunately Cabby Calla- 
han was at his post. Old King Brady did not 
have the least trouble with him. He remembered 
all about the affair. 

“Sure, the man- came to me right here,” he 
said. “We drove out to May street, and he told 
me to wait on the corner. Pretty soon he comes 
back with a handbox, and then I drove him to 
the Great Northern Hotel.” 

“On Dearborn street?” 

“Pyes,” 

Here was Old King Brady’s next call, and he 
got around there in a hurry. But the Great 
Northern is a hotel which entertains many low- 
priced guests. Old King Brady got hold of the 
manager, and told his story. 

“From the description I should think it might 
be a man who has been staying here for some 
time,” said the manager. “I refer to Count Poz- 
zetti.” 

Here was a most important point gained, it 
would appear. Still, with several hundred guests 
in the hotel the mere fact of Count Pozzetti be- 
ing one of them was but slight proof that he was 
the man of the bandbox. 

“Is it not possible that one of your boys might 
have seen this man come in?” Old King Brady 
asked. i 

“It is certainly possible, though very unlikely 
that he would remember him particularly,” was 
the reply. : t 

“It must have been about three o”cloek when 
the cab reached here,” said Old King Brady. 
“Who was on duty at the door at that hour yes- 
terday?” 

“T will bring you the man,” replied the man- 
ager, and he rang his bell. In a fev minutes 
Old King Brady found himself talking with one 
“Mike,” a porter, whose memory proved to be of 
the best. He distinctly recollected a man com- 
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ing a cab carrying what might have been a 
bandbox wrapped in paper. But the man was a 
stranger, and not a guest of the hotel. A 

“And what did he do with the box?” asked Old 
King Brady at this stage of the inquiry. 

“He asked if the Count Pozzetti was stopping 
here,” was the reply. 

“You said yes?” 

“I did. He asked the number of his room, and 
said that he was told to deliver the box there.” 

“And you offered to take charge of it?” 

“Sure I did, but he wouldn’t let me. Said he 
was told to deliver it with his own hands.” 

“And what happened then?” 

“He went upstairs. That’s the last I seen of 
him.” : 

This ended Mike’s testimony, and he was dis- 
missed. 3 

“This is getting very interesting,” said the 
manager. “1 propose to find out what became of 
that bandbox. Just remain here a minute, Mr. 
Brady, if you please.” 

The manager was back in a very short time. 

“The mystery deepens,” he said. “The count 
has not called for his key in two days, it would 
seem.” 

“So?” replied the old detective. “That does 
complicate matters, but it doesn”t explain what 
became of the bandbox.” 

“No, but we can find out, perhaps., Just come 
upstairs with me.” ; > 

They ascended to the seventh floor, and visited 
the housekeeper’s room. 

“Mrs. Twist, who was on duty in the main cor- 
‘yidor on this floor yesterday afternoon?” the 
manager asked. : i 

“Mary Riley,” was the reply. 

“Call her, please.” : 

Mrs. Twist rang a bell, and in a few minutes 
the chambermaid appeared. 

“Did you see a man with a round paper parcel 
in the mlin corridor yesterday afternoon about 
three o’clock; who inquired for the Count Poz- 
zetti’s room?” asked the manager. : 

“Sure I did, sir. I opened the door for him,” 
was the reply. 

“Opened the door?” : 

“Yes, sir. The count was not in. I opened the 
door and lave him put in the box.” 

“What did” he do then?” ə 

“Went right down on the elevator.” 

“Take us to the room now,” ordered the man- 


ager. 

The girl led the way, and opened the ‘door. 

There, upon the table, stood a round parcel wrap- 
ed in paper, which looked as if it might be a 
andbox. - 

“You may go,” said the manager, and the girl 
departed. 

“Novv, then, Mr. Brady, you had better look at 
that thing,” said the manager. 

Old King Brady cut the string. Sure enough, 
there inside the wrappings was a bandbox, and 
inside the box a heavy false black beard and a 
wig to match. The articles had been carefully 
packed by a professional. j 

“These have never been disturbed since they 
were bought,” Old King Brady exclaimed. 

“It is very evident that Pozzetti has not been 
here for a few days.” 

“What kind of a person is he?” 
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“Looks much like the man you described.” 

“Has he been living here long?” 

“About six months.” 

“What are his habits?” 

“Well, he tanks up pretty regular.” 

“You have no idea where I should be likely to 
find him?” ; 

“None whatever.” 

Old King Brady was deeply puzzled. It looked 
to him .as if the real murderer had gone to the 
trouble of creating a false clue, which would lead 
up to the count. 

“I am very much obliged to you,” he said. “I 


- don’t know that we can go any further in this 


business just now.” 
“Do you want me to keep dark about the mat- 
ter, or shall I tell the count?” 
“Tell him, by all means. 
servants will.” 
“Very well. Hark! there is some one coming 
this way-now. What if it should be the count?” 
The footsteps drew nearer. In a moment a key 
was thrust into the lock. : 
“Come in!” called the manager. 
And then, as a tall, dark foreigner entered, he 
arose and said: 
“Good afternoon, Count Pozzetti. So you are 
back again.” s 


CHAPTER VI.—Harry’s Important Discoveries. 


Young King Brady found the big Wabash ave- 
nue mansion the most dismal place he ever 
struck. As his own room was on the top floor, 
he obtained plenty of opportunity, to look the 
house over before dark. Mr. Roberts was away, 
the body of his murdered wife remained at an 
undertaker’s. The servants—there were five all 
told—had the place entirely to themselves. 

“You have got a cinch while it lasts, young 
man,” said Victor, the steward, who was also the 
chef. “The boss never was home much, and I 
suppose he will be less here now than ever. 
What bothers me is I’m afraid he will shut up 
. house altogether, and go and live at a ho- 
tel.” 

At seven o’clock the master of the mansion not 
having returned, he served supper to the serv- 
ants, and then retired to a little room off the 


‘kitchen, which he used both as office and bed- 


room. Harry wandered upstairs. In the main 
hall he encountered a pretty young girl who had 
been making eyes at him across the servants’ 
table during the meal. ` 

“Look here, sister, I should think you would 
go LORAY with the loneliness of this place,” he 
said. 

“Would you now?” retorted the girl. 
haps it would þe just as well for us to be intro- 
duced before we talk.” 

“Just what I was thinking,” laughed Harry, 
“and seeing that the steward did not introduce 
me to any of you ladies, I thought I would in- 
troduce myself. My name is Tom White. What 
is yours?” ” 

“Annie.” ) 

Then in the same breath she added: 

“Do you vvant to see the house?” 

Now, this was just what young King Brady 
did want, and he-said as much. And so Harry 
was led from one room to the other. 

/ 


“Per- 


If you don’t, the-—— 
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“It eertainly is the finest furnished house I 
ever saw,” he remarked, while they were stand- 
ing in the dead woman’s boudoir. “Did you have 
easy times here?” 

“Some of them did, but not me,” replied Annie, 
“I waited on Mrs. Roberts, and she was-a terror. 
She: gave me no rest night or day.” 

Certainly Annie gave Mrs. Roberts a fine send- 
off. According to her, the dead woman had a 
vile temper, which she took no pains to control. 

“Did she and Mr. Roberts quarrel?” asked 
Harry. A 

“Not in my time,” was the reply. “They never 
spoke except in company, and then you would 
have imagined that they were all in all to each 
other.” 

These and other particulars of the household 
life of the Robertses Harry easily learned. Har- 
ry retired to his room, and lay on the bed read- 
ing until ten o’clock, when the electric bell over 
his head buzzed. He got up and descended to 
the kitchen, where he found the steward busy 
over his pots and pans. , 

“The boss is in. You want to get ready to 
serve him at once,” Victor said. 

Waiting on table was no new business with 
Young King Brady. He soon had everything in 
readiness, and ten minutes later went to the li- 
brary to announce supper. Mr. Roberts sat at 
the table with his head resting upon his hand. 

“Ha! You are the new waiter!” he exclaimed. 
“What is your name?” 

“Thomas White, sir.” 

“Well, Thomas, I hope you will not find it too 
lonely here to remain. Practically, your position 
will be that of butler if you suit me. I have 
never kept a regular butler nor a valet, as I 
don’t care to have servants about me prying into 
my private affairs. If you mind your own busi- 
ness and.can stand the loneliness of this house, 
you will have an easy place and good pay.” 

Harry bowed, and Mr. Roberts proceeded to 
the little dining-room. The meal was consumed 
in absolute silence. Harry anticipated all his 

—master”s wants. 

“I think you will suit me very well, Thomas,” 
remarked Mr. Roberts, as he left the room. “Say 
to the steward that I shall Want breakfast by 
seven o’clock to-morrow, as I have to make an 
cany start.” 

i 


fh this Mr. Roberts returned to the library, 


and shut himself in. Harry cleared away, and 
the steward informed him that his work was fin- 
ished for the night. By half-past eleven every 
one had retired, and Young King Brady crept 
downstairs to see if the master of the house had 
done the same. There was a light in the library. 
Harry could see it sħining through the keyhole. 
He slipped down to the basement, and out into 
the back yard. The library was at the left of 
the main hall, and opened upon a broad veranda. 
Young King Brady crept noiselessly up on the 
veranda. Tiptoeing to the window, he peered in 
between the curtains. There was not the least 
difficulty in seeing. Moreover, the window was 
well down at the top, for the night was unusual- 
İy warm for so late in the season. But there 
was nothing to see. Mr. Roberts sat at the table 
with his face buried in his hands. He remained 
for some minutes watching the millionaire, who 
never meved until at length he suddenly straight- 


ened up and consulted his watch. At the same 
moment a tall clock which stood in the corner 
struck twelve. 

“The appointed time,” Mr. Robert muttered 
aloud. “I have got to see the wretch, I suppose. 
I had better look out and see if he has Tome.” 

He opened the door and left the room. Har 
waited for as much as ten minutes, but the mif- 
lionaire did not return to the lighted room. 

“Tim going around in front,” thought Harry. 
“1 may catch on to something there.” 

He took his stand at the end of the front wall, 
where, concealed behind a bush, he was able to 
get a view of the steps. Mr. Roberts was stand- 
ing there bareheaded and quite alone. 

“Waiting,” thought Harry; “and for what?” 

In a moment footsteps were heard down the 
street, coming south. Mr. Roberts craned his 
neck to get a view. : 

“Not yet,” Harry heard him mutter. 

But it appeared that he was mistaken. In a 
minute a shabby little man came into view. He 
looked up at the house, and then turned and 
opened the iron gate. 

“What do you want here?” Mr. Roberts called. 

“I want to see John D. Roberts,” replied the 
man, who had now opened the gate, and was 
starting to advance along the paved walk. 

“Stand where you are!” called the millionaire 
angrily. “Tell me what you want before you 
take another step.” 2 

“I have already told you. If you are John D. 
Roberts, I am prepared to say more.” 

The millionaire drev a revolver, and pointed it 
at the intruder, who threw up his hands, ex- 
claiming: “Don’t shoot!” 

“I shall not shoot, nor do I intend that you 
shall,” was the reply. “I am John D. Roberts. 
Now, what have you got to say?” 

“That the man whom you expect will not come; 
that I have come in his place.” 

“Who are you?” 

“No matter what my name is. 
M. R. That should be enough.” 

“Why did he not come himself?” 

“Because he preferred to send me. I shall tell 
you no more here. If you consider it safe to 
discuss your business with M. R. in the open 
street at midnight, then I don’t—that’s all.” 

“Come inside and make as little noise as you 
can,” said Mr. Roberts. = 

The shabby little man then ascended the steps, 
and passed into the house. : 

“By Jove, this is interesting,” thought Harry. 
“The Governor made the wisest move ever when 
he sent me here.” 

He slipped back to his former position. Mr. 
Roberts had resumed his seat, and the shabby 
little man had taken his place on the opposite 
side of the table. : 

“Now, my friend,” Roberts wab saying, “I don’t 
propose to do business with a man who is asham- 
ed of his name.” 

“Tt is not that, Mr. Roberts,” was the reply. 
“It will do you no good to know my name. It 
will be highly interesting to you to know my 
business. I advise you not to let me go until you 
know what it is.” 

“But I don’t like this intrusion. M. R. has no 
business to send you here. Our relations have 
been strictly confidential. To introduce a third 


I represent 
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party I consider a piece of infernal treachery on 
his part. He'll come himself, or he won't get 
his pay.” 

“He won’t, eh?” cried the little man threaten- 
ingly. “Then let me tell you that he will. M. R. 
has told me the whole business, my wealthy 
friend.” 

“He has?” 

Mr. Roberts staggered to his feet. His face 
was as white as death as he stood there clutch- 
ing the back of a chair. $ 


“He has.” : 
“Then he is a fool.” i 
“Not quite. I am his attorney. In future you 


will have to deal with me.” 

“But I don”t know you. 
ity?” 

“Read this.” . 

The “attorney” opened his shabby coat and 
handed out a letter. This the millionaire read 
and thrust into his pocket. 

“He has made the mistake of a lifetime,” he 
said slowly. “However, I am prepared to pay 
you the $5,000 right now.” 

“No,” said the other emphatically. 

“What do you mean? isn’t it the money that 
you have come for?” 

“No; not to-night.” 

“What then?” : 

“Have you no curiosity to learn how your wife 
came to be murdered in so strange a place, Mr. 


What is your author- 


Roberts? Have you not wondered what she was 
doing there?” x 
“Hush! Hush! Not another word. But—well, 


I own to curiosity. Teli me how it came about.” 


“For money, yes.” 

“You would bleed me for more?” 

“Well?” 

“Name your amount.” 

“One million dollars.” 

“Look here, you wretched blackmailer, don’t 
try that on me! I-am a powerful man in this 
town. I sce the trap I have fallen into, but I 
am prepared to fight before——” 

“VVait.- You do not know all as yet.” 

“Tell all you have to tell. Be quick about it 
now.” 

The attorney again felt in an inside pocket, 
and brought out a thick envelope. > 
“ “Took over these papers, Mr. Roberts,” he said. 
“They are typewritten copies of the originals. 
For. one million dollars, M. R. and yours truly 
wil! deliver the originals into your hand and quit 
Chicago forever on the first available -train. If 
you refuse to trade, then the first thing to-mor- 
row morning the originals will be delivered into 
the hands of the man who put up the money to 
have the work herein described done by the in- 
ventor, Fritz Muller, now held for the murder 
of your wife, and of whose. innocence you are 
perfectly well aware.” 

A look of deep perplexity had settled over Mr. 
Roberts’ face. He seized the envelope, and drew 
out several typewritten papers which he hastily 
scanned. 

“What villainy is this?” he- cried, bringing his 
fist down on the table with a bang. “Who is this 
person who bas paid Muller to rob the United 
States Reaner & Mower Co. of these valuable 
secrets? Speak!” 

The “atto_ney” leaned back in his chair, threw 
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open his coat, and put his thumbs in the arm- 
holes of his vest. 

“Bluff won’t help you, boss,” he said. “The 
only way is to cough up the cash.” 

“Speak, or Pll blow.your brains out!” cried 
Mr. Roberts, drawing his revolver and covering 
the man. 

“Oh, no, you won't,” replied the other, un- 
moved. “It would not help you a bit. If I fail 
to return then to Fritz Muller’s backer those 


> originals go the first thing in the morning. Now 


be good, and talk business, or so sure as the sun 
will rise to-morrow the U. S. Reaper & Mower 
Co. will have to deal with those who will demand 
a much larger sum, or who, failing to come to 
terms, will put your concern in bankruptcy in- 
side of three years.” 


CHAPTER VII.—Old King Brady Corners Count. 


Count Pozzetti’s face was a puzzle as he stood 
there looking at Old King Brady. He made no 
answer to the manager. In fact, he seemed to be 
waiting for the o!d detective to speak. And this 
Old King Brady did after a minute. : 

“1 think the count and I have a little private 
business together,” he said. 

“Oh, in that case Tl be going!” exclaimed the 
manager, getting up. 

“I will see you later,” said the old detective, 
“and for the very efficient help you have rendered 
me, many thanks.” 

The manager then withdrew. Old King Brady 
locked the door behind him, and turned to face 
Count Pozzetti, who had not moved from the 
position he had first taken at the foot of the 

ed. 

“Well, Mike,” said the old detective, “what’s 
the good word?” 

“Are you efter me?” 

The count’s long white hand trembled as he 
pushed back his hat. 


“When T came here I had not the faintest idea ~~-~ 


that I was following Mr. Michael Arditi, coiner, 
countetfeiter, confidence man, and all-around 
crook—no.” 5 


“Is there nothing else you can say about my 
character?” 

“No; I have said enough.” “ 

“Of course, you know me well enough, Mr. 
Brady. Are those old indictments still hanging 
over me in New York?” 

“They are in the pigeon-holes where I caused 
them to ke placed after you made good your 
promise to me and delivered up your gang, who 
believe you dead.” 

“Ha! Who'believe me dead!” 

“But you are not dead, Mike, although you 
very materially altered your appearance since 
the last time I saw you. By the way, you are 
looking well.” - 

“Brady, come» down to business. It makes me 
nervous to look at you. What brings you here?” 

“The Roberts murder!” à . 

“Hal I thought as much! I knew I should be 
accused of it. So help me Heaven, I am innocent 
of that!” 

“I believe you.” 

“You do? Tien why——” 
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“Look at these pictures, Mike.” 

Old King Brady handed out his snapshot clue. 

“Great heavens, the unfortunate woman in the 
act of being killed. But this is not Muller”s pic- 
ture!” 

“No.” 

i “And in this other the wretch is bending over 
er.” 

Mike, as we propose to call the “count,” shud- 
dered and handed the prints back. 

“I can’t bear to look at them,” he said. “I 
know the woman well. “m a way, I suppose I 
am responsible for her death.” à 

“Indirectly, of course.” 

“Absolutely. I paid her attention when she 
was single. She was about to get a divorce from 
her husband. She was to have left for South 
Dakota this week. If she had been ,successful 
she would have married me.” 

“You talk with your old frankness, Mike. Now 
just take another look at the murderer’s face to 
oblige me. You are not in a nice position in 
this business, I assure yöu.”-: 

“Has Fritz Muller given me away?” 

“We will discuss that in a moment,” ‘said Old 


King Brady. .. 


“You are giving yourself away as fast”as you 

ossibly can, my friend,” he thought. “That you 
iə been dealing with Muller there is no doubt.” 

Mike studied the prints. 

“That beard is false, sure thing,” he said at 


ply “The man was in disguise when he did the 
jo RA 

“Yes. See that bandbox?” 

“Yes. What is in it?” 


“İt was delivered here yesterday afternoon by 
aman. Open it.” 

Mike did so. = 

“A false beard—a ə he exclaimed. “This -is 
part of a plot to put the murder up to me.” 

“Tt surely is. Listen.” 

Old King Brady told the story of the wig and 
beard. Mike was furious. 

“Look here, Brady!” he cried. t 
was murdered by her husband. “This is his work.” 

“Proofs! Proofs!” 

“I have none except that he hated her, and 
often threatened her life.” 


“So she told you?” 

“Yes.” 

“It is no proof.” ı ; 

“Then if I can’t furnish proofs, you are the 
man who can ferret them out. Pll engage you. 
Don’t you think you won’t get your pay. I’m in 
funds now. 1——” 

“Wait. Keep cool. There may be more of 
these false clues thrown out. You are in a dan- 
gerous position. You had better tell me all.” 

“T have.” 

5 “You havent.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“1 mean Fritz Muller.” 

“But I hardly know him.” 

“Oh, but you do.” 

“Brady, I swear——” 

“Don’t swear to a lie, Don’t balk me in my 
urpose, Mike. Remember that all I haye to do 
s to raise my finger to have those old indict- 
ments pressed. Remember that Beppo the Ox 

still lives and is out of prison. If he knew your 
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“That woman- 
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whereabouts your chance of living beyond a week 
wouldn’t be worth thirty cents.” 

Mike turned as white as a corpse, and dropped 
into a chair quite faint. 

“For Heaven’s sake, Brady, spare me!” he said. 

“You are either with me or against me) my 
friend.” 

“Wha—what is it you want to know?” 

“Why Mrs. Roberts went to Fritz Mullers 
room.” 

“I don’t know. We had a quarrel, 
seen her in a month.” 

“You just said e 

“Oh, she wrote me.” 

“Are you Fritz Muller’s backer in the sneak 
work he has been doing in copying the machines 
of the U. S. Reaper & Mower Co. ?” 

The question was- put ab 

“I'll admit that I know ' 


I haven’t 


ruptly. 
ma d have fur- 


an 
his work, but 


“Oh, but you with 
the whole stor n John 
D. Roberts?” 

The crook wa 2 

“Oh, very well,” - © Brady. “I’m 
not going to urge you. But with Mrs. Roberts 
dead and Frétz Muller in prison, and all his pa- 


ə stolen, I don’t just see how silence is go- 
ng to serve you, . friend.” 

“The papers stolenl Nol 
gasped Mike, 

“Fritz himself, There is no doubt that Mrs. 
Roberts went there after them, and that they 
were taken from her after her death.” 

Mike almost collapsed, 

“Who could it have been but Roberts himself!” 
he cried, “He caught on to our secret work.” 

‘Who started this scheme, Mike?” asked Old 
King Brady. quietly. “I see by your face that 
you have made - your mind to make a clean 

reast of the whole business.” 

“Mrs. Roberts suggested it.” Ñ 

“That’s right, lay it to the woman.” 

“VVhat T say is true.” 

“But you carried it out.” 

“1 helped.” 

“Who were your backers? 
now!” 

“Well, then, if you must have it, the McNulty 
people paid for the work. Mrs. Roberts origi- 
nated. the scheme out of revenge against her 
husband, I put it up to the McNulty people, and 
they put up the cash.” 

“The McNulty company is the principal busi- 
ness rival of the U. S. Reaper & Mower Co. ?” 


“ e ” 


Who says so?” 


Come now, come 


“Well, well! Great scheme. Has any of the 
work been delivered to them?” 

“No. The whole thing was to_have been turn- 
ed over this week.” 

“And why should Mrs. Roberts have gone 
there ?” > 4 

“I expect it was on account off our quarrel, 
Brady. She intended to steal the plans and 
specifications so as to hold them as a weapon 
over me.” .. 

s əm that you had quarreled, she wanted to 
win you back again, and force you to marry her 
after she had obtained her divorce,” 
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“1 expect that is it. And now, Brady, I have 
told you everything I know.” 

“I believe you. Don’t you attempt to leave 
town now until I am through with this case.” 

“Oh, you can trust me.” 

“1 am sure of it. Should you change your 
mind and leave, even if I can’t find you, Beppo 
the Ox won’t fail.” : P 
. And with this final shot Old King Brady left 

Count Pozzetti to his own reflections. The old 
detective upon leaving the hotel congratulated 
himself upon having made so valuable a discov- 
ery. He knew that in police circles in New York 
“Count Pozzetti” was known to be a fraud, but 
he had not known until he saw the man that he 
was a criminal with whom he himself had once 
had to deal. Old King Brady now proceeded at 
once to the jail. It was necessary to confirm 
ithout difficulty he suc- 
Wsston to Fritz Muller's 


? he said. “It 
it would, did it 


“That could voided; but if you will do 
as I say your imprisonment will be but a short 
one. - 

“I won’t give my backer away. It is no use to 
ask me.” = B 

“Your backer was the Count Pozzetti, who lives 
at the Great Northern Hotel, my friend. He has 
already given himself away.” 

“What!” 

“You heard. Is it so?” 

“Yes, he is the man. Did he do the murder?” 

“That I cannot say. Did you deal with any one 
else in this business?” 

“No; only with Pozzetti.” 9 : 

“Anybody else know what you were doing?” 

“No. ” R 


“You are sure?” ae 

“Absolutely certain. I never told a living soul.” 

“You have said enough,” replied Old King 
Brady. “Now give me a key to your room if 
you have still got one.” 

“It is about all I have got. They took every- 
thing away from me when I came here, but I 
had two keys, and one of them they did not get.” 

And with this key in his possession Old King 
Brady left the jail. 


CHAPTER VIII.—An Unexpected Call. 


Mr. Roberts put up his revolver. It was cer- 
tainly the wisest thing he could do under the 
circumstances. Returning to his former position, 
he sat for some minutes with his face buried in 
his hands. The attorney waited patiently. At 
last Roberts raised up and said: 

“My. R. has certainly got me foul. There is no 
doubt of that; but I will not deal with you. I 
must see him personally. You may tell him so 
from me.” 

“It is impossible. 

“Very well, then. 
nothing doing.” 

“You will regret it.” 

“1 don’t care. I will go to him. 
with you now.” 


He will not come to you.” 
Until he does, there will be 


I will go 
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“No; it can’t be done that way.” 

“Then you get nothing more out of me to- 
night, so you may as well take yourself off.” 

The attorney coaxed and pleaded. It was of 
no use however. Mr. Roberts had evidently 
made up his mind, and. he remained firm. At 
last, at about half-past one o’clock, the man left 
the house, breathing dire threats. He little 
dreamed when he started down Wabash avenue 
that the young man he passed with his hat pulled 
down over his eyes and his overcoat collar turn- 
ed up was one of the world-famous Bradys. But, 
Harry it was. Young King Brady felt that he 
could serve no good purpose by remaining in 
Mr. Roberts” house any longer. The conversa- 
tion he had” so fortunately overheard had proved 
that this millionaire had hired an assassin to 
follow his*wife and make away with her. But 
who this assassin was Harry had still to learn. 
Acting on the supposition that the “attorney” 
would probably return to his client, Harry 
thought that he saw his work completely mapped 
out for him. And now it was a case of shadow- 
ing. Harry had started out ahead for the direct 
purpose of allowing the attorney to pass him. 
There could have been no better scheme chosen 
to throw the fellow off the scent. To follow now 
was easy. The man grew accustomed to the 
sound of Young King Brady’s footsteps, and he 
never once looked back. Thus Harry was easily 
able to shadow the man to the elevated railroad 
and he rode in the same car with him downtown. 
Turning into State street, the attorney proceeded 
along the notorious “levee” until he came to a 
certain alley which ran alongside of one of the 
lowest dives in Chicago and disappeared. To 
Harry this was simply a crusher. These alleys 
have a hundred exits. Long before Young King 
Brady reached the entrance to the alley, the 
attorney had vanished, as he knew would ə the 
case. But such disappointments are common 
things in a detective’s work. Harry passed the 
entrance, glancing up the alley as he did so, but 
could see nobody. The place” was littered with 
boxes and barrels, and was as dark as a pocket. 
Walking to the corner, Young King Brady turned 
and went into the alley. He walked through to 
Dearborn street, and seeing nobody, turned back 
again. In a minute he had dropped down behind 
a big empty packing-case. Here he remained 
taking everything in. There “vas a door leading 
into the dive opening directly off the alley. There 
was also a flight of steps leading up to a door 
which opened into the upper story. Beyond this 
door was a window in which a bright light 
burned. : 

“He may have a room up there,” thought 
Harry. “Then again he may have gone into the 
saloon.” 

But the dive nominally, at least, was closed. 
Light could be seen behind the drawn curtains of 
one of the side windows. Harry left his hiding- 
place and, going to the window, peered around 
the edge of the curtain. The place was certainly 
closed. He found himself looking into the bar- 
room in front of the hall. The lights were turn- 
ed low, and a number of men lay sprawling about 
a barrels sound asleep, some even lying on the 

oor. 

“Nothing doing there,” thought Young King 
Brady. “He must have gone upstairs. 
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He erept up the steps and cautiously tried the 
door. It was fast. There was no curtain nor 
shade at the window, but the sashes were tightly 
closed. 

“If I could only get a look in there,” thought 
Harry. Š 

This, however, was a difficult: problem. The 
window was about three feet away from the top 
of the steps. Harry studied the situation and 
made up his mind that he could surround it. 
There was a slightly built railing around the top 
of the steps, and upon this Harry cautiously 
climbed. At first he thought it would hardly 
bear his weight. He leaned over and grasped the 
lintel of the window with his right hand. Then 
followed a most dangerous experiment. Young 
King Brady threw his body outward, bracing his 
feet against the rail. If it gave away, nothing 
could save him from a fall into the alley below. 
But the thing held, and in a second Harry got a 
glimpse of the interior of the room. It was only 
for an instant. He did not dare to remain long 
in this perilous position. The getting back was 
worse than the going. Harry managed that, too, 
and dropping down from the railing he leaned 
back against the house to get his breath. He 
had located his man. - Mr. “Attorney” sat at a 
table writing. With him in the little room was 
a man fully dressed, sprawled out upon the bed, 
and evidently in a drunken sleep. His face was 
turned away from the window, so Harry got no 
sight of it. : 

“Is he the murderer?” he asked himself. 

He was inclined to believe it. What to do 
now was the question. : 

“These people will undoubtedly stay put till 
morning,” thought Harry. “I think I will chase 
back to the hotel, see the Governor, and get his 
advice as to what ought to be done.” 

He stole down the steps, and returned to the 
hotel. He found Old King Brady in bed, but he 
woke him up and told him all that had occurred. 

“You have had great success,” said the old de- 
tective. “You did quite right to pull out and 
follow that man, nor is there any need of your 
going back again.” 

“Had we not better arrest this blackmailer? 
There can be no doubt how the case stands in my 
estimation.” . 


“The person to arrest is John D. Roberts, who 


most certainly hired this M. R. to murder his’ 


wife: but inasmuch as we have no proof on 
which to hold him, I hesitate to take so impor- 
tant a step.” 

“I helieve that drunken fellow lying on the bed 
was M. R. I think we ought to pull in the pair 
of them while we have the chance.” 

“1 think you are right,” said Old King Brady, 
after.a few moments’ thought. “Let’s get around 
there now.” 

The old detective got up and dressed. His in- 
tention was to go cirectly to the nearest police 
station and get help to arrest the occupants of 
the room into which Harry had looked. But 
just as the detectives were about to leave the 
room there came a knock on the door. It was 
now shortly after three a. m. ~ 

“Who in the world can be after us at this un- 
earthly hour?” whispered Harry. 

. “Open the door and find out,” replied the old 
detective. ; 
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It proved to be the head night porter of the 
hotel. 


“I am very sorry to disturb you at such a 
time,” he said, “but seeing that your light was 
burning——” 

“What do you want?” demanded the old de- 
tective. “Don”t-stand there. Step inside.” 

“It is a gentleman downstairs who says he 
must see you at once,” said the porter, stepping 
inside the room. 

“And who paid you well to take the chances of 
getting your head broken by routing us out at 
this unearthly hour.” > 

The porter grinned. 

“Well, as long as you were up, anyway——” 
he began. 

“Who is the man?” broke in the old detective. 

“He gave me this letter, sir.” 3 

Old King Brady seized the letter and tore it 
open. 

“All right. Tell him to come up.” 

And as the porter departed he passed the iet- 
ter over to Harry, who read as follows: 


“Mr. Brady: 

“Dear Sir.—Pardon the intrusion at such an 
hour, but I must see you at once, and the cash 
offer which I propose to make should compensate 
you for the inconvenience. Kindly grant me an 
interview at once and oblige 

“Yours truly, 
“JOHN D. ROBERTS.” 


“Great Scott! 
murmured Harry. 

“Tt indeed looks so. We must cut him short. T 
agree with you that we ought to get those fel- 
lows while there is a chance.” 

“But at the same time we can’t afford to turn 
down this man who is the real criminal.” 

“Certainly not. I am most curious to hear 
what he has to say.” : 

In a few moments came the knock, and this 
time Harry opened the’ door to admit John DÐ. 
Roberts. The millionaire was so completely dis- 
guised that for the instant the detectives hardly 
knew him. 

“T did not care to be seen on the streets at this 
hour, so I slipped on these old clothes and this 
false beard, which I happened to have,” he said. 
“I am sorry to call you out of bed.” 


“It is all right. State your business,” replied 
Old King Brady. 

Of course, Harry had laid aside his disguise 
when he found who was coming. He sat in the 
corner and did not speak. 

“T don’t believe he suspects me,” he thought, 
for Mr. Roberts never once looked his way. 

“My business,” said the millionaire, “is of a 
totally different character from what you sus- 
pect. An attempt has been made to blackmail 
me for a large sum. 1 propose to nip it in the 
bud, and I know of no one better adapted to do 
the work than yourselves.” 

“Let us have particulars,” said Old King Brady. 

“The case is mixed up with my wife’s marder 
in some unaccountable way. It seems that some 
one has been hiring this man Fritz Muller, who 
has been arrested, to make models and draw plans 
and specificat ons of some of the compf"i-ated and 
secret machinery which my concern. the U. S. 


Can he have followed me up?” 
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Reaper & Mower Co., uses in connection with its 
business.” 

“Yes? Who is this person?” 

“That I do not know, but I must find out. To- 
night a person, who refused to give his name, 
called on me and showed me copies of the plans 
and specifications which Muller has prepared. He 
offered to sell me the originals for a million dol- 
lars. Of course, such a thing is not to be con- 
sidered.’ I parleyed with the fellow and put him 
off till to-morrow. If I don’t buy then he threat- 
ens to give the papers to the McNultys, my 
pyincipal rivals, in whose interests they were 
undoubtedly prepared. Now, what I want is for 
you to jump on this individual, and get these 
papers—originals, and copies—away from him. 
I think you can do it, if any one can, and if you 
succeed I will pay you $50,000 cash.” 

“The offer is certainly a most liberal one,” re- 
plied Old King Brady. “But I don’t understand 
how we are to find this person if you don’t even 
know his name.” ’ 

“Ha! But I do,” replied Roberts. “He drop- 
ped a letter in my library while talking to me. 
It must have come out of his pocket with the 
papers—see? It js evidently addressed to him- 
self. It is a valuable clue for you, Mr. Brady. 
Now, will you undertake this commission for 
me? 

.. me see the letter,” said the old detec- 


tiv 

öh, I left it home. As a letter, it is of no 
importance. I copied the address, and here it is.” 

Mr. Roberts produced a slip of paper. upon 
which was written: 

“J. Dyball, Photographer. No. — Blue Isiand 
Ave. Chicago. Photographs of Machinery and 
Factory Interiors a Specialty.” 

“There,” he said. “I have every reason to be- 
lieve that this Dyball is the man who called on 
me to-night.” 


CHAPTER IX.—Trapped at Dyball’s. 


Old King Brady was puzzled tto know whether 
to tell Mr. Roberts of his discoveries about Count 
Pozzetti or not. He had been thinking this over 
while the ea was in progress, and he 
now concluded to do so. 

“We will undertake this commission,” he “aid: 
“but now I want to say a few words.” 

“Well?” demanded Roberts. 

“Have you any idea that the visit of your 
wife was in some way connected with this at- 
tempt to steal your business “secrets?” the old 
detective asked. 

“That is just what I think,” was the reply. 

“Have you any idea who put this young map 
up to his work?” 

“MeNulty”s people were at the bottom of it, 
of course.” ; 

“Undoubtedly; but they had a go-between.” 

“Sure.” 

“T know who.” 

7 “You do?” : 

“Yes. Muller has confessed.” 

“VVel1?” 

“It was a man who calls himself the Count 
əə who put up the job.” 

” 
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Mr. Roberts showed his excitement in a dozen 
ways. 

“Come,” said Old King Brady, “does this give 
you no clue to your wife’s murderer?” 

“None. The Count Pozzetti is a scoundrel. 
He hates me, and would go out of his way to 
injure me, but I don’t believe he would have 
harmed my wife. They were too good friends 
for that.” 

“Come, Mr. Roberts, don’t let us talk at cross- 
purposes. You and your wife did not agree, All 
‘Chicago knows that she was about to apply fora 
divorce.” 

“Well, I own up to that.” 

“Do you want Pozzetti arrested?” 

“Yes, if you can get any proof against him.” 

“As the murderer ?” 

“Do you think he is the murderer?” 

nE do.” 

“Then büst ahead. You will have to be quick. 
Chances are he will jump the town.” 

“In that case we will start on our mission at 
once.” 

They all left the room together, and went out 
of the hotel. A cab was waiting for Mr. Roberts. 
He entered it and was driven away. The Bradys 
started for the “Levee,” which was on their way 
to the police station. 

“What do you think of that move, Harry?” 
asked Old King Brady. 

“I don’t know what to think of it,” was the 
reply. “It looks queer to me.” 

“You didn’t see your man drop anything ?” 

“No, still, he might have done so,” 

“It is a thundering big reward he offers, and 
yet. considering the damage those papers might 

o if they were placed in the hands of the Me- 
Nulty Co., I don’t know that it is any too large.” 

“What I can’t understand is why he didn’t bring 
the letter along.” 

“L am glad you noticed that. I consider it one 
of the most suspicious points.” 

“You are figuring on ,the possibility of this 
man laying a trap for us.” 

“We must figure on it. He is quite capable of 
doing that very thing, of coürse.” 

“He certainly is. Was what you gave him 
about Count Pozzetti just bluff?” 

“Oh, no—and oh, yes. PI tell you about it 
later. Count Pozzetti is not the murderer—that 


- is about certain. I put that notion into his head 


fe that he might not imagine that we suspected 
im. 

“I suppose sa. Say, Governor, there’s 
down State street somewhere.” 

An engine had just swang around the corner 
ahead of them. The Bradys hurried on to State 
street. Sure enough, beyond the Palmer House 
on the other side of the way, they could see the 
flames. 

“Confound the luck! This spoils our game,” 
said Harry. “The fire is on the Levee. What if 
it should be my dive?” 

And this is just what it proved to be! - This, 
of course, put a finish to the Bradys’ plans. The 
detectives passed through the fire line by the aid 
of their shields and tackled a policeman. The 
pouceman said it was supposed that every one 

ad escaped, but of this he could not be sure. 

“There is nothing for us to do here, Harry,” 
in Old King Brady. “Lets get out to Dy- 

‘Si 


a fire 
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Boarding a Dlue Island avenue car, the Bradys 
rode out to the number. They left the car at 
the corner and walked ön till they came to the 
place. In this part of Chicago one sees more 
queerly shaped houses than anywhere else in the 
city. Almost everything is of frame, and every 
one seems to have built according to his own 
sweet will. It is a region of factories, lumber 
yards, and tenements cccupied by working peo- 
ple. Not far distant were the great works of the 
U. S. Mower & Reaper Co., and those of the 
McNulty Co. were but a few blocks away. 

“Here is the house,” said Harry. 

Dyball’s sign was over the side door. There 
was a saloon on the ground floor. The house was 
three stories high, and in the rear a queer square 
tower rose to another story’s height. On top of 
this tower the Bradys could see a big skylight. 
It would thus appear that Mr. Dyball’s gallery 
was located in the tower or at least that he did 
his printing up there. It was now a little before 
five o’clock. The street was deserted. 

“Jt is all straight as far as appearances go, 
Harry,” said the old detective. “Suppose we 
tackle the proposition ?” 

“Just as you say. But what is your scheme?” 

“To wake up this man and see what he has to 
say for himself. I fail to see how there can be 
any trap set for us here.” 

Harry tried the door, expecting to have to use 
his skeleton keys. But the door proved to be on 
the latch, and the Bradys passed into the dark 
hall. Old King Brady got out his dark lantern, 
and they ascended the stairs. Dyball’s sign oc- 
curred again on the door of the front room. 
“Shake him up, Harry,” said the old detective. 
and Young King Brady’ knocked several times. 
There was no answer. 

“We don’t want to keep it up,” said the old 
detective. “There are probably people living on 
the floor above. We don’t want to get into a 
mix-up with them.” : 

“What do you. propose to do?” 

“To walk in"if I can. Here, let me tackle that 
door.” 


Producing a queer little tool, Old King Brady , 


inserted it in the lock. He found that the key 
was in the lock on the other side, and by means 
of this tool he was able to turn it so that he 
could push it out. They heard it fall to the floor 
and they waited. There was nothing doing as 
the minutes’ passed. Old King Brady now pro- 
duced his skeleton keys and opened the door. The 
place was an ordinary photograph gallery. The 
walls were hung with photographs of factories 
and of machinery. In the rear there was a work 
bench, and the tools and mouldings which lay 
scattered- about showed the detectives that Mr. 
Dyball in addition to his photography also made 
picture frames. At the extreme rear there was 
a spiral staircase leading up to what we have 
called the tower. 

“There does not appear to be anybody here, 
Harry,” remarked the old detective. “It looks to 
me as if Roberts was sincere enough in sending 
us here.” 

“We have upstairs to look over yet.” 

“Yés; that stairs evidently leads up into the 
tower. It cuts off the back room on the floor 
above from the light. I take it_that Mr. Dyball 
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must own the building. Certainly no landlord 


- would let him build a place like this.” 


Thus saying, Old King Brady started up the 
stairs. They ended at a little landing where 
there was a door. It was not locked, and the 
detectives passed into a: small room, which was 
littered up with all sorts of old truck. Opening 
from this room was a door. Here also was the 
skylight. Under it were long shelves, where 
photographie printing could be done. 

“Behind this door must lie the man’s dark- 
room,” said Old King Brady. “We have explored 
pis place so thoroughly that we must not miss 
that.” 

He opened the door and looked in. 

“Yes, this is the darkroom,” he said, “and a 
good big one it is, too.” 

They entered and the door swung shut behind 
them. 

“Just see if that thing has fastened itself,. 
Harry,” said the old detect”ve. 

Harry tried the door and announced that it had 


not. 

“VVhat”s this?” exclaimed Old King Brady. 

Upon the work bench were several plate-hold- 
ers piled up. Upon them was a slip of paper 
with J. D. R. scrawled upon it. 

“Evidently these plates have something to do 
with Mr. Roberts!” Harry remarked. 

“That’s what I think,” said Old King Brady. 
“I think TT light this lamp.” 

a lighted a red lamp which hung against the 
wall. 

“T should like mighty well to know what these 
plates carry on them,” he remarked. z 

“Tt would certainly seem as though they re- 
ferred to Mr. Roberts in some way,” said Harry. 

“Evidently. Can somebody besides ourselves 
have been indulging in snapshots?” 

“Suppose we develop one or two of them?” 

“We seem to have the whole place to ourselves. 
I don’t know any reason why we shouldn’t.” 

The idea having seized the detectives, they de- 
termined to carry it out. Old King Brady took 
off his hat, and Harry laid aside both hat and 
coat, as the room was very. close. At it they 
went, and in a short time a plate had been de- 
veloped. r 

“There are two men here,” said Old King 
Brady, studying the negative. “I should say that 
one of them might be Mr. Roberts.” 

“Let me see,” said Harry, and he proceeded to 
study the plate. ` 

“Why, this is the room downstairs,” he said. 
“It shows Roberts, if it is Roberts; talking with 
another man.” 

“These exposures were certainly made for a 
purpose,” said Old King Brady. “We will tackle 
another plate.” 

The old detective developed several. Each 
negative represented the same two persons. In 
one plate the second figure wore a heavy beard, 
which was not the case in either of the others. 
Ş “These plates go vvith us,” said the old detec- 
ive. 

He developed another. This represented the 
man they had called Roberts in the act of giv- 
ing money to the other. The Bradys were now 
becoming intensely interested in their work. 

“What make of plates are these, Harry?” de- 
manded the old detective. 


. 
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— Harry picked up a box full of plates. As he 
did so the door of the red lantern for some mys- 
terious reason swung open. Then, all in the 
same instant, the door of the room did the same. 
The Bradys turned. Thick black smoke came 
rushing into the darkroom. There in the en- 
trance stood a man wearing a black mask, waving 
a flaming torch above his head. 

“Ah, there, meddlers, spies! 
shouted. 

Slam! went the door, and the Bradys heard the 
key turn in the lock. 


Stay there!” he 


CHAPTER X.—The Bradys Have Narrow Escape. 


“Trapped!” gasped Harry. x 

“Not a doubt of itl” eried Old King Brady, 
slipping the plate into the,rack. “Whoever that 
wretch is, he has fired that stuff in the other 
room!” 

Harry made a rush for the door. At the same 
instant two bolts were heard to shoot. 

“Fastened top and bottom!” said Old King 
Brady. “This is interesting, by Jove!” 

Old King Brady struck hard upon the door, 
which gave back a metallic sound, for it was 
made of iron. 

“Harry, this is 
earth can we do? 

“We have got to do something almighty quick. 
The smoke will smother us in no time.” 

Hanging suspended from the ceiling over in 
one corner was a large basket. Old King Brady 
had noticed it before, but now as his eye rested 
upon it again he wondered why any one should 
put it there close up against the ceiling. 

“Harry, get down that basket and see if it 
doesn’t conceal a scuttle!” he exclaimed. è 

“By Jove! that is what it does!” cried Harry. 
“I can see!” 

He dragged a table beneath, and climbing up 
on it, was just able to reach the basket. It hung 
on a hook which had been recently screwed into 
a scuttle tọp. 

“There you are!” cried Young King Brady, as 
he took the basket away. . 

“Tt will let us out on the roof of the tower, 
but whether that is going to help us much is a 
problem,” said Old King Brady” 

He lifted a chair upon the table. 

“Open up!” he cried. “Pll get these plates 
together. We will save them if we can.” 

The room was so thick with smoke now that 
the Bradys could hardly breathe. As Old King 
Brady gathered up the developed negatives and 
wrapped a paper around them, Harry threw up 
the scuttle. The smoke poured out through the 
opening, nearly strangling Young King Brady, 
who now climbed out upon the roof. Old King 
Brady quickly followed. : The detectives now 
found themselves standing upon a gravelled 
space about fifteen by twenty feet. 

_ “Fire! Fire!” some one below them was shout- 
ing. 

It was a big fat man in his shirt sleeves, 
standing in the back yard. 

. “Who are you? What are you doing yp 
there?” he yelled. ən 

“Turn in an alarm if you want to “save your 
house!” bawled Old King Brady. “It’s all ablaze 
up here!” 


a bad job!” he cried. “What on 
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The man ran into the lager beer saloon. 

“We can jump on the roof of the main build- 
ing easy enough,” said Harry. 

This was so. All they had to do was to take 
a drop of about twenty feet. To the roof of the 
house next beyond was not as great a drop. 
They had hardly reached it when a man opened 
the scuttle. 

“Ts Dyball’s afire?” he shouted. 

“Yes,” said Old King Brady. 
down through your house?” 

“Down through my house nothing!” roared the 
man. “You are burglars and firebugs, that’s 
what you are!” 

“Hold on, friend! Go slow!” cried Old King 
Brady, displaying his shield. 

“Detective!” 

“Yes—both of us!” 

“1 don’t believe it!” : 

“Don’t be a fool. Clear the way there! Don’t 
you realize your own danger? All we want is 
to get out.” 

Old King Brady—was in no mood for further 
argument, and he drew his revolver. This set- 
tled the question. Perhaps he might have tried 
to fasten his scuttle against them, but Harry 
seized the cover and slung it across the roof. 
With that, the man vanished down the ladder, 
and the Bradys promptly followed him. They 
made their way to the street, reaching it just in 
time to see the fire engine come tearing around 
the corner. A policeman had just arrived. Old 
King Brady promptly tackled him, and explained 
who he was. - 

“We know all about this fire, officer,” he said. 
“If Dyball, the photographer, shows up, you want 
to arrest him. I have every reason to believe 
that he set the place afire himself.” 

And as Old King Brady’s influence is quite as 
great in Chicago as it is in New York, this was 
done. In a few minutes an excited little man 
came hurrying up. 

“That is Dyball,” said the officer. 

“Arrest him. He is surely the firebug,” re- 
plied Old King Brady. 

He instantly recognized the man by his clothes. 
Dyball came forward, calling out that he was 
ruined when he caught sight of the Bradys, He 
promptly stopped and threw up one hand in a 
frightened way. The officer nabbed him” 

“Wha—what’s this? Let go of me!” protested 
the photographer. “Haven’t I got trouble enough 
without you making a fool of yourself?” 

“Officer, I charge that man with attempting to 
burn his place for powerful reasons,” said the 
old detective. “He wants to be closely watched 
and taken to headquarters. This attempt at ar- 
son‘is connected with the Roberts murder case.” 

Dyball turned deathly pale. Then he gave one 
dismal croak and fell in a dead faint at Old King 
Brady’s feet. Before he revived Old King Brady 
went through his pockets, and took away what 
letters and papers he carried about him. The 
Bradys ran the trembling wretch outside the fire 
lines, and there put him in the patrol wagon. 
Meanwhile the firemen had succeeded in check- 
ing the flames, so after all the: fire did not ex- 
tend beyond the tower. The Bradys now hurried 
downtown. Immediately after breakfast they 
went to the Metropolitan Block, where they found 
Professor Dinsmore already on hand. 


“Can we go 


` 
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“We have got some plates here that we want 


you to print for us, as soon as possible,” said the_ 


old detective. 


The Bradys now went to the City Hall, where ; 


to their intense satisfaction they found the chief 
of police back from St. Louis. This official was 
a particular”friend of the old detective. | 

“I am very glad you have come,” he said. “I 
want to know about this Roberts case.” 

“And I want you to know about it,” replied 
Öld King Brady. “It is a very serious business.” 

“Have you any clue to the murderer?” 

“Oh, yes. The deed was instigated by John D. 
Roberts himself. Of that there is no doubt.” 

“It seems incredible.” 

“Listen to what we have to tell, and then you 
won’t say it. In the meantime have you got a 
prisoner here whom I sent in early this morn- 
ing?” 

“Yes. He is here.. No one has been allowed 
to see him, as you ordered.” 

“We will interview him together in a minute. 
In the meanwhile let me tell you what we have 
been doing.” 

The Bradys rapidly detailed the important fea- 
tures of their work to the chief. 

“This is going to make a great stir,” declared 
the chief. 

“Now, let us talk it out with Dyball. 
succeed in getting further points.” 

The little photographer was now brought into 
the room. He was a pitfable-looking object. 

“Now, my friend,” said the old detective, 
“state’s prison is staring you in the face. If 
you are inclined to help us, there is a chance for 
you to escape; otherwise your doom is sealed, for 
I stand ready to swear that you are the masked 
man who locked myself and partner in your dark 
room and then fired the place.” - 

“You can’t prove it on me!” whined the pho 
tographer. 5 = 

“Silence! Answer my questions. What is your 
name?” 

“John Dyball.” = 

.. you, know John D, Roberts?” 

“ 0. / 

“Still stubborn. Chief, I think we shall have 
to send this man to jail.” __ 

“You will do sal to tell the truth to Mr. 
Brady, Dyball,” said the chief. “If not, I shal! 
work the third degree on you. . I think you will 
be rather a sick-looking specimen by the time I 
am through.” 

There was silence for some minutes. 

“Aren”t you going to ask me any more ques- 
tions?” asked Dyball, at last. 

“Not another one until you say you are going 
to tell the truth.” 

“VVell, 1 give up: I know him.” 


We may 


“That’s better. When did you see him last?”. 


“He came to my house in disguise early this 
morning.” 

“What for?” | 

“You know.” 

“Tell it! Tell it!” ? 

“You don’t expect me to incriminate myself. I 
vvon”t do that.” 

“He ‘told you that he was going to send two 


men to your place, and that you were to watch 
out for them and lock them in the darkroom and 


then set your place on fire.” 


“Well, it wasn’t’ exactly Tike that.” 
“You were to do us up some way?” 
“ 

“For which he paid you?” 

“Not a cent. My pay was in promises.” 

“You have done dirty work for Mr. Roberts be- 
fore, my friend?” . 

“Well, perhaps I have. 
nor there.” 

“Harry,” said the old detective; “go around and 
see how Professor Dinsmore is getting along. 
Come right back.” 

While Harry was gone Old King Brady con- 
versed with the chief in whispers, leaving Dyball 
to himself. The professor had gone right about 
his ”printing, and the result was thaf Harry was 
able to bring back three prints in a partially fin- 
ished condition, which showed enough to give the 
Bradys’ case a great big lift. Hach print showed 
John D. Roberts and a tall, dark man of sinister 
appearance. In one the man wore a false beard. 
In another Roberts was in the act of giving him 
money; in the third they were merely talking 
together. Dyball’s face was a study as Old King 
Brady and the chief examined the prints. 

“Under what circumstances were these pictures 
taken, Mr. Dyball?” demanded the old detective. 
“Are you willing to tell?” 

“Will I be protected? Will you let me be a 
witness and go free if I tell all?” 

The foxy fellow was evidently sparring for 
wind. Old King Brady saw that, and he deter- 
mined to bring the matter to an end. 

“Send him over to the jail at once!” he cried, 
springing up abruptly. “He seems to think that 
we need his information, but we don’t. Captain I 
want to speak with you upon another matter and 
alone.” 

The chief caught on to the old detective’s 
game. 

“Just a moment, Mr. Brady,” he said. 

He rang a bell, and a policeman entered. 

“Handcuff that man. He goes to the jail,” he 
ordered. “Hold him here until I return.” A 

Dyball looked scared out of his wits. 

“T—I will tell all, Mr. Brady!” he gasped. 

But Old King Brady paid no attention to him. 
Making a secret sign to Harry, he followed the 
chief into a private room.~_' , 


That’s neither here 


CHAPTER XI.—Closing In. , 


The sign Harry got said: 

“Promise him your help.” 

The policeman who had entered was a strap- 
ping big fellow, and he promptly handcuffed Dy- ” 
ball. The treacherous little photographer “vas 
now in despair. Harry watched him out of the 
corner of his eye, and when he saw that the right 
time had come, he went over and seated himself 
beside him. 

“Don’t you think you have been making a fool 
of yourself, Dyball?” he asked. “You can’t play 
with men like Old King Brady and the chief of 
the Chicago police that way. You ought to have 
known better than to try it on.” 

“Do you really think he knows enough to fix 
Roberts without me?” asked the little man. 

“Why, sure. You know about those plates.” 

“But you don’t know who that ether man is.” 

“We don’t, eh? That’s where you aré away 
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off. I’m not giving out names here, but I’ll 
give you his initials. They are M. R.” 

Dyball winked. 

“Have you got him?” he asked, in a low tone. 

Harry nodded. 

“You will not be able to get in as State’s wit- 
ness unless you come almighty quiek,” he said 
aloud. < 

“Do you think he will let me do it now?” 

“Might. 1 can ask him.” 

“PIl do it. Go on in and see him, like a good 


fellow. I’ll do as much for you if ever I get the 
chance.” 
“Oh, no. I wouldn’t dare to go in there unless 


I was sent for.” 

“Tt will be too late.” 

“Maybe not. Keep cool. Old King Brady will 
be out in a minute, and then we shall see.” 

Harry kept at it trying to work some admis- 
sions out of the photographer. The result was 
failure. Dyball stuck to it that he would tell 
Old King Brady, but he evidently had no inten- 
tion of talking to any one else. In a little while 
the door of the private room opened, and Harry 
was called in. 

“You tell him,” whispered Dyball. 
go back on me now.” 


“Don’t you 


“Has he promised anything?” asked the old de- ` 


tective, closing the door. ; 

“Yes. I think he will tell,” replied Harry. 

“Tve been talking it over with the chief; and 
we have decided to promise Dyball immunity.” 

“Tt seems to me that it would be best.” 

“Bring him in,” said the chief. 

Harry opened the door and called the photog- 
rapher. 

“You may try again,” said Old King Brady, 
“but at the first balk back to jail you go.” 

“I won't balk. TIl answer any question you 
put to me,” replied Dyball. 

“Then who took those exposures?” 


“T did.” 

“When?” 

“A week ago 5. 

“What were the circumstances?” 


“Mr. Roberts came to me and said that he 
wanted to use my place next morning at ten 
o'clock to talk private business with a man.” 

“He paid you well for the privilege, and you 
consented.” 


“You had done dirty work before for Roberts?” 

“Yes. I have known him a long time. Do I 
have to tell about all that?” À 

“Not now. For the present we shall stick to 
the case in point. He brought the man to your 
place ?” 

“They met there next morning.” 

“Do you know the man?” 

“No; I never saw him before.” 

“Be careful now.” 

“I never did, Mr. Brady; but I followed him up. 
I know where he lives.” 

“Where?” : 

Dyball named the dive. 
pressed him for the name, but it was no use. 

“Did you overhear any of the conversation 
which passed between Roberts and this man while 
və doing the spy act?” 

o 


“Well, the next you saw of Roberts was when?” 
“Last night.” - 


Old King Brady 
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“Where?” 

“He came to my house and routed me out in 
the middle of the night.” 

“And then he proposed that you burn us up?” 

“Yes. He said you would come to my place 
probably in the early morning. I was to watch, 
and—and. ə - 

“And dispose of us as best you could?” 

“That vvas it.” 

“I suppose Mr. Roberts gave you big money 
for this last job?” 

“As I told you before, he gave me big prom- 
ises. That is what I got out of it, and it is all I 
am likely to get, I guess.” 

And practically this is all the Bradys got out 
of Dyball. The remainder of the conversation is 
searcely worth noting. When the detectives had 
finished with the man, he was taken to jail with 
the promise that he would be used as State’s 
evidence. 

“And now,” said the chief, “we have made 
splendid headway. What is to be the next 
move?” 

“Leave us alone for a few hours,” the old de- 
tective replied. “We have to work up one or 
two points and then we will report, but in the 
meantime 1 think you had better put your detec- 
tives on the watch with John D. Roberts. He 
must not be allowed to slip through our fingers 
at the last moment.” 

“It shall -be done,” replied the chief, and then 
the detectives went around to Professor Dins- 
more’s. The professor had prints from the re- 
maining plates ready for them. There was an- 
other showing Roberts’ companion with the wig 
and beard. Long and earnestly Old King Brady 
compared this figure with the man caught by the 
snapshot which had given them the original clue. 

“There is no doubt about this being the same 
person,” he declared. 

The Bradys went back to the scene of the fire 
on the “levee.” 

“We must find out more about the occupants of 
that room, Harry,” the old detective said. “What 
I want to do is te unearth the proprietor of the 
place. He ought to be around here somewhere.” 

“Don’t you think it would be a good idea for 
me to try and get a chance to show one of those 
pictures to somebody who knows about Mr, Rob- 
erts’ private life?” proposed Harry. 

“Tt certainly would. The only trouble is it will 
take time, and this case wants to be brought to 
an immediate head.” 

“While you are looking about here I could slip 
up to the house and try to get a chance at the 


“TIl tell you what you do: go and show the 
picture to Count Pozzetti, if he hasn’t jumped 
the town.” : 

“As you say. But will he receive me?” 

“1 will give you a note to him,” replied Old 
King Brady, and he hastily wrote a few words of 
introduction on a card. 

“1 will be in the Palmer House lobby at eleven 
o’clock,” he said, as they parted. 

Harry hurried to the Great Northern. Here he 
was informed that the “Count” was in his room.. 
Harry got the word to come right up, and he 
found the adventurer in bed. 

“So you are Old King Brady’s partner?” ques- 
tioned the count, 
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“dam,” replied Harry. “You see what he says 
on the card.’ ; 

“What is it you wish to know?” 

Harry produced the picture in which Roberts 
was seen giving money to the man. à 

“Do you know who those people are?” he 
asked. 

“One is John D. Roberts. The other is a young 
Frenchman who acted as waiter in his house 
some time ago.” 

“What was-his name?” 

“Michael Renaud.” 
`- “M. R.” thought Young King Brady. 
something was coming of this.” 

“Did you know him?” he asked aloud. 

“As one-knows a servant—yes.” 

“Nothing further?” 

“Why do you press me?” 

“I want to get at the facts.” 

“One would almost suppose that you know that 
I do know, but I never told it to ahy one; didn’t 
regard it as being of any consequence—see?” 

“It might be of the very highest consequence to 
us. You never can tell in detective work.” y 

“L know. Well, it is just this: One night 
had occasion to go- out to Virgil street. I don’t 
suppose yöu know where that is?” 

“No.” 

“It is a short street which runs down to the 
South Branch, away out Blue Island way.” 

“o on.” i 

“It was after Mrs. Roberts had insisted upon 
the discharge of this Michael Renaud, she having 
taken a great dislike to him. Well. I saw the 
fellow coming out of a low saloon. He knew me 
and asked me for money, saying that he had not 
been able to get anything to do and was very 
hard up. All this came back to” me as you were 
speaking, and it occurred to me that you might 
find the man there.” 6 ` 

“What you tell me is of the highest impor- 
tance,” said Harry, “and I am very much obliged.” 

“Vd like to help you through with this busi- 
əə but I don’t want to get myself into trou- 

e.” 

“We shall be very glad of any help you can 
give us.” s 

“Suppose L go out to Virgil street with you? 
I know this fellow and he knows me. I might 
be able to work something out of him where you 
would fail.” 

Harry rather took to the idea. 

“Come along, then. But I suppose you will 
want to stop for breakfast?” 

“Tt won't take me ten minutes. 
much in the morning.” : 

“PI go. downstairs while you dress and wait 
for you in the lobby,” said Harry, and he left: 
the room, ” 


CHAPTER XIIL—Conclusion. 


Count Pozzetti joined Harry in a very short 
ime. 

“Go and get your breakfast,” said Harry, “and 
meet me at the lobby of the Palmer House at 
eleven o'clock, and I think we will find Old King 
Brady there.” 

They did meet, but Old King Brady was not 
there. : 

“T am not going to wait around here idle,” 


“1 knew 


I never eat 
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thought Young King Brady. “PN take the 
chances and go with this fellow.” = 

The count was willing enough, and they started 
for Virgil street forthwith. Meanwhile Old King 

Brady had got himself into business. The old 
detective did not have much difficulty in locat- 
ing the man who had conducted the burned dive. 
This was an individual whe called himself. “Col- 
onel Wilson.” Old King Brady found him in a 


, near-by cigar store, and he promptly told him 


his name and business. 
attention. 
“The Roberts murder case, eh?” he exclaimed.. 


The dive keeper was all 


“Haven't I got troubles enough of my own with- 


out being dragged into that?” 
“You don’t have to be dragged into it,” replied 
Old King Brady.: “Just tell me what I want to 


~know. Did you rent those rooms?” 


“Yes, I rented those rooms. The one you re- 
fer to was let to a broken-down lawyer named 
Jack Dunham.” : 

“Where do you imagine I can find him?” 

“Well, he has an office on Washington Street, 
where he lets out- desk room to others of his 
sort. 


Old King Brady got the number and departed. 
The Washington street building proved to be an 
old-fashioned affair where offices were rented 
out comparatively cheap. Old King Brady went 
upstairs. and located the office. The door stood 
open and he could see several seedy-looking indi- 
viduals sitting around inside. There was one 
sitting at a desk writing who cértainly resembled 
Harry’s description of “Mr. Attorney.” The old 
detective strolled past the, door and went down- 
stairs again. Going into a” cafe, he scrawled 
upon a sheet of paper in a hand almost illegible, 
much such as a*man deeply under the influence 
of liquor would write: 


“Must see you at once. 
will be trouble for us both: 


He went to the nearest district telegraph, and 
having despatched the note by a boy, returned 
and took up his watch in front of the Washing- 
ton street building on the opposite side of the 
way. In a few moments the boy went into the 
building. He came out promptly, and a few 
minutes later the man whom Old King Brady had 
spotted came hurrying out. He looked up and 
down the street and then hurried off with the 
shadowing detective at his heels. In a few min- 
utes the man boarded a Blue Tsland avenue car. 
Old King Brady got on the same car.» They rode 
far out on the avenue, and when at last the little 
man left the car, the detective tracked him to a 
narrow street leading down past a big grain ele- 
vator to the bulkhead on the South Branch of the 
Chicago river, where he entered a saloon which 
appeared to be conducted to catch the trade of 
the elevator hands and those of a lumber yard 
near by. Having seen his man safely housed, 


Come to me, or there 
M. R.” 


‘Old King Brady now turned back. He walked“ 


along by the. lumber yard, and, watching his 
chance, slipped in through an open gate unob- 
served. Here behind one of the tall piles of 
lumber the old detective in a very short time 
had completely altered his appearance. He was 
now fixed up like a workingman, and he entered 
the saloon. No attention was paid to him, who 
called for a glass of beer. He stood over it long 
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enough to be satisfied that” his man was not pres- 
ent in either of the rooms. This meant that he 
must have either given him the slip or else have 
gone upstairs. 

As the upper floor must be looked into if he 
expected to accomplish anything, the old” detec- 
tive watched his chance and applied for a room. 
All the bartender wanted was the price, and that 
he got. A boy was called who led the way up 
to the floor above. Here Old King Brady was 
shown into a dirty little box of a place just big 
enough for bed, table and chair. The boy having 
left him, Old King Brady locked the door and 
instantly dropped on his knees. Even as he en- 
tered. the room with the boy he heard voices 
talking in the adjoining room. Through the key- 
hole Old King Brady caught sight of Lawyer 
Dunham standing in the:middle of the floor. He 
was shaking his fist and talking in low, sup- 
pressed tones. 

“Why don’t you try and brace up, you drunken 
bum?” the lawyer was saying. “Do you want to 
spoil everything, say?” 

“Oh, it’s you, is it? I’m all right. I was only 
asleep.” > 

“What did you send for me for?” 

“I didn’t send for you.” 

“A district messenger boy brought me this 
note.” — 

“I don’t care; I never sent it.” 

Old King Brady heard the lawyer strike a 
match. Peering through the keyhole, he saw him 
in the act of lighting a cigar. g 

“We can’t talk it out here,” he then said. “I 
thought I heard somebody go into the other room. 
Wait a second till I see.” 

Quick as lightning Old King Brady was on his 
feet and had the door open, placing himself be- 
hind it. Dunham, seeing the door open, merely 
glanced into the room. x 

“Nobody here, after all,” Old King Brad yheard 
him mutter, and then he returned to the room 
beyond. - 

“Now look here, Renaud,” he said, “we want to 
come to an understanding; when you came tum- 
bling in on me the other night and told me that 
əd done up Mrs, Roberts and proposed that 
I help you to blackmail her husband, I agreed to 
help you. I showed you that instead of the few 
paltry thousands which you had expected to re- 
ccive from your former employer you had gained 
a chanee by getting away from the dead woman 
the papers belonging to the young inventor whom 
the police have so stupidly arrested, to make 
your rewayd a round million. I have gone to a 
1o“ of trouble to reproduce those papers, and all 
that is needed is for you to do your part to in- 
sure success. Now what do you do? Go and 
sta + in on a big spree at the critical moment. 
To-night we must tackle Roberts again, and you 
raust go with me.” 

“Shut up, you fool, or T1 blame soon make 

ou! I want you to understand that I know what 

am about. Get out of here now, for I expect 
Roberts at any minute. You are not in it. I’m 
going to make my own terms.” 

At the same instant there came a sharp knock 
upon the door. 


Harry, with Mr. Mike Arditi, alias the most 
noble “Count *Pozzetti,” were not long behind 


SNAP SHOT CLEW 


Old King Brady. On their way out to Virgil 
street just as they passed Mr. Dyball’s damaged 
photograph gallery, a man boarded the car and 
seated himself opposite to them. Like Old King 
Brady, they had fixed up as workingmen, which 
was certainly the safest way not to attract at- 
tention in a Blue Island avenue car. And now 
as Harry looked at the man: who had taken the 


‘opposite seat and who was rigged up much in 


the same style as himself, he saw that he was 
looking at John D. Roberts, dressed in an old 
suit of clothes, with a tuft of false whiskers stuck 
upon his chin. The destination of the million- 
aire was now determined. He left the car at 
Virgil street and Harry and the count saw him 
enter at the side door of the saloon. 

“That’s the house,” said the count, as they 
alighted. 5 

“Come, let’s go in. We will sneak upstairs and: 
see what is going on,” replied Harry. - 

At the same instant two men dressed like la- 
borers stepped up behind them. 

“Hold on there,” said one in a low voice. “You 


stay where you are, you two.” 


Old King Brady had heard the footsteps in the 
passage. 

The door opened and in stepped John D. Rob- 
erts in his disguise. 

“Who are you? What do you want?” demand- 
ed Renaud. 

“Michael, don’t you know me?” replied the 
millionaire, “I am here in answer to your. sum- 
mons. Now let us talk this business out to a 
finish, since we are all three here.” 


Noiselessly Old King Brady stole from the 
room. At the door he ran into Harry and Count 
Pozzetti talking with two of the chief of police 
detectives. The mere mention of his name was 
enough. 

“Our orders are to act under Old King Brady’s 
instructions,” said one of the detectives. “We 
have tracked Roberts here. We will do anything 
you say.” 

“Then I say arrest,” replied Old King Brady. 

And arrest it was. They noiselessly ascended 
to the floor above. The door was locked, but with 
one kick Old King Brady sent it flying in. Pale 
as death, the millionaire sprang from his chair. 

“Round ’em up!” cried Old King Brady. “There 
on the bed sits the murderer of Mrs. Roberts. 
This man is her husband and equally guilty with 
his miserable tool!” 

Then it was handcuffs. 


The end of the famous Roberts murder case is 
well known. Renaud died on the gallows.- John 
D. Roberts poisoned himself in his cell. Jack 
Dunham was not held after Renaud’s trial, as he 
could not have been convicted on any charge. Of 
course, Fritz Muller - went free and “Count” 
Pozzetti, advised by Old King Brady, promptly 
vanished. Unnecessary to say there was no re- 
ward coming to the detectives. They returned to 
New York minus expenses, but with the satis- 
faction which comes of success. 


Next week’s issue will contain: “THE BRA- 
DYS AND. THE HIP SING TONG; or, HOT 
WORK ON A HIGHBINDER CASE.” 
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CURRENT NEWS 


RIVAL PASTOR PAINTS STEEPLE 


The pastor of the Baptist Church painting the 
steeple of the Methodist Church was a unique 
scene in Brownsville recently. Residents of that 
city say that the Methodist Church steeple needed 
a coat of paint, and the officers of the church 
were having difficulty in finding any one to do 
the work, so the Rev. M. S. Woodworth, pastor 
of the Brownsville Baptist Church, who has had 
some experience as a painter, volunteered to 
paint it. Itis reported that he did a good job. 


3 MEALS DAILY FOR $18 A YEAR 

At Tengschow, in the Province of Shantung, 
China, in the mission school, a girl may have 
three meals a day for $18 a year. Steamed 
corn bread and raw turnips that have been kept 
in brine and then chopped quite fine compose the 
regulation breakfast almost all the year. For 
dinner there is usually millet cooked dry like 
rice, and some hot vegetable. Twice a vveek the 
vegetable is cooked with fat pork instead of in 
bean oil as usual. Supper is the same as break- 
fast. To the Chinese student the menu is said to 
be highly satisfactory. 


ITALY’S FLOATING SAMPLE FAIR 

The success of the sample fair held both at 
Milan and at. Padua seems to have been sufficient 
to stimulate further interest in this plan of de- 
veloping sales. It is claimed that at the Milan 
fair actual orders amounting to 500,000,000 lire 
were taken. Figures for the Padua fair are not 
yet available. The latest project of this kind 
is that of a floating fair on board the steamship 
“Trinacria,” which will cover the principal cities 
of the Western Mediterranean in the interests of 
Italian manufacturers. The length of the stay 
- in each port will vary in accordance with its 
importance, from four to seven days. The cost 
to exhibitors will be 5,000 lire, in which all ex- 
penses are included. 


STREET AFIRE FOR THREE BLOCKS 
Corlear avenue, which extends northward from 
230th street to the southwest corner of Van Cort- 
landt Park, New York, is afire for three blocks 
underneath the surface. The contractor who built 


the street last year is said to have used unsifted. 


ashes to fill a hollow over which the street was 
run, and recent rains and heat have caused spon- 
taneous combustion in the unburned coal among 
the cinders. 

Coal gas has been forming for weeks and con- 
taminating the atmosphere, and several days ago 
the sub-surface dump caught fire. Smoke is now 
curling out of the centre of the street and the 
pavement is too hot to walk upon. The only 
remedy so far offered is to let the fire burn itself 
out. 


FISH HELP POTATOES 
Suckers are the raison d’etre as it were, of 
the wonderful potato crop grown around Dry- 
den in Ontario. Sounds weird? It’s ghastly. 


Back of that simple statement lies a piscatorial 
tragedy. 

“Suckers by the million infest Lake Wabigoon,” 
said John Brandon of Dryden, a farming centre 
along the Canadian National Railways. “These 
fish, weighing two and three pounds, and not 
good to eat, go up the creeks to spawn. Every 
little stream emptying into the lake swarms with 
them in May. We don’t waste time catching them 
with a hook and line or even with a seine. We 
use a pitchfork or shovel. It’s rio trick at all 
to wade out into the shallows and shovel out a 
couple of wagonloads of suckers in an hour. 


_ “Farmers at potato planting time bury a sucker 
in each hill of potatoes. The fish are rich in 
phosphate, which is the basic element of all good 
fertilizers. Our potato crops are phenomenal. 
One man in the district raised 1,014 bushels to 
the acre last year. A number of others did 
almost as well. In most parts of the world 590 
bushels to the acre are considered a bumper 
crop. These worthless suckers are making the. 
farmers in the Lake Wabigoon district rich.” 


BIMINI, THE FOUNTAIN OF YOUTH 


It may not be generally known that Bimini, 
that small West Indian isle so conveniently sit- 
uated in the Atlantic off the Florida coast, was 
at one time thought to contain the fountain of 
youth. It was conquered and explored by the 
early Spaniards for no other reason than this— 
they fancied they had learnedsfrom the half un- 
derstood speech of savages in Hispaniola that the 
wonderful fountain to drink from which made a 
young man out of an old one flowed there. 


The legend of a fountain of youth had per- 
sisted from the first utterance of that lie by that 
famous liar Sir John Mandeville, who so success- 
fully hid his identity that nobody knows whether 
the ‘author of his“Book” was a man ora syndicate. 
It has been proved that there was no Sir John 
Mandeville. Whoever the writer was, he stole 
the story from Marco Polo, who sa‘d he got it 
from another mythical personage, Prester John, 
It ran from the twelfth century to the sixteenth, 
and it may be running yet. 


Juan Ponce de Leon, who seems to have dis- 
liked the thought of old age, always felt hopeful 
of finding this fountain on the Asiatic coast, 
which he thought, like the discoverers before him, 
was what we now call Florida. He had heard, or 
thought he had, the Indians talk of a marvellous 
fount which they located in Bimini, and he sought 
and obtained permission tc go and annex this 
island to Spain. This was in March, 1518. He 
explored Bimini carefully, but did not discover 
the fountain, and then transferred his search to 
the larger island that he supposed Florida to be, 

Four hundred years have sone by and the 
search for youth—temporary, if not permanent 
—is again being made in the pretty little island, 
where it is easily found, travellers from a bone- 
dry country aver, in bottles 
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A PLUCKY YOUNG AMERI- 
CAN 


Uk 
HOW CHARLIE SEWARD FACED DEFEAT 


By TOM FOX 


(A Serial Story)” 


CHAPTER XV. (continued) 


“Who let you in?” 

“Der girl.” 

“Where is she?” 

“In der cellar.” ` 

“Well, you wait till I see whether she is or not,” 
growled the tall young man, who seemed harder 
to fool than the other had been. Hold up your 
face and let me get a good look at you.” 

Charlie raised his coal-smutted features for the 
inspection of- the bogus reporter, and the fellow 
took a good look at him. 


“There’s something rather familiar about your 
voice, and I want to make sure of you,” he said, 
and brought Charlie ciose to the light. “Oho! Got 
a lot of coal dust over your face, have you, and a 
three-dollar necktie-on, eh? Sure, a nice sort of 
a grocery: ız 

That vvas as far as he got, 

He was facing Charlie as he was speaking, and 
the boy dropped the basket, caught the fellow 
by the lapels of his coat, drew hin. quickly for- 
ward, and. then as quickly dashed him forcibly 
9 against the wall, which was immediately behind 
him. s 

It was done sò quickly, and the rascal was 
so taken off his guard that he was incapable of 
resistance. The boy’s arms worked like pumps, 
and he banged the man’s head again and again 
with terrific force against the hard wall. 

It did not take much of this sort of work to 
knock the man into unconsciousness, and when 
Charlie let go of him he fell in a limp heap upon 
the floor. The boy quickly picked up the coil of 
rope, opened it and bound the rascal hand and 
foot. Then, for fear that somebody might come 
down the basement stairs and see him lying there, 
the boy picked him up and carried him into the 
dining-room, where he threw him on the floor. 
Then, to make sure that he would be incapable 
of giving an alarm, Charlie used another salt cel- 
lar and a long napkin and gagged him also. 

“Now, mister,” he said, turning to the other. ras- 
cal, who was still lying helplessly bound and 
gagged on the dining-room table, “PI attend to 
your case, and I warn you that I’m not going to 
ask the same question twice.” 


He unfastened the napkin and renioved the gag 
from the man’s mouth. 

Then he gripped the villain by the throat with 
his powerful right hand, and gave him just 
enough of a squeeze to suggest what he was ca- 
pable of in that line if necessary. 

“Out with it,” demanded Charlie. “Where are 
they?” 


” 
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CHAPTER XVI. 
Charlie Makes His Enemy Talk. 


“Out with it,” sternly said the boy, his firm’ 
clutch on the throat of the man who had struck 
and drugged him. “Out with it, or Pll shut down 
on you, you contemptible brute.” 

There was no response, and with an angry ex- 
clamation the boy began to shut down, his power- 
ful fingers compressing the fellow’s throat. 

“Hold on!” gasped thesother. 

Charlie relaxed his grip. 

“Where are they?” he demanded. - 

“In the next house.” 

“Where are they confined in the next house?” 

“In the cellar.” 

“Ts there a-passageway from this house into 
the next?” 

“Yes; through the coal bin that you will see 
at the middle of the cellar on the left hand as 
you go down the stairs. You go into the coal 
bin, and you’ll see a docr at the back of it. The 
door is bolted on this side, and you’ve only got 
to shove back the bolt. 

That was enough. for Charlie, and away he 
went down the cellar stairs and into the cellar, 
where his first care was to turn the gaslight on 
full, so as to afford the best possible light. The 
bound and gagged maid still lay where he had 
left her, and she turned a most malignant gaze 
upon the boy as he passed her by. 


He saw the coal bin spoken of by the man, 
threw open the door so that the interior of the 
bin was flooded with light from the gas jet, and 
then stepped inside. As he had been informed, 
there was a door at the back of the bin, and the 
boy could see that it was bolted. 


He stepped forward quickly, and shot back the 
bolt, but at once saw that the cellar beyond, into 
which the doorway led, was so gloomy that he 
would certainly need a light to explore it, and 
was about to turn back when the-door of the coal . 
bin swung to behind him. 

He put his hand to the door and pushed, but 
to his surprise it did not open. 


Now the boy began to feel some degree of 
alarm, but could scarcely believe that the door 
was really secured against him, but when he had 
thrown his whole weight against it, and it still 
resisted his assault, then he realized that his ef- 
forts were in vain, and that he was not only shut 
off from returning to the cellar he had left, but 
was, perhaps, a prisoner. 

Fully assured now that he was the dupe of a 
clever trick, Charlie peered as best he could 
through the gloom of the cellar, and tried to 
make out the location of the stairs that led up 
to the basement floor. The cellar was so dark that 
he could. not see five feet in front of him, so he 
began to feel his away around, placing his hand 
on the wall, confident that this method must lead 
him in a few minutes to the foot of the stairs. 

Feeling his way carefully, with one hand 
against the wall to insure him in making a com- 
plete circuit of the cellar, Charlie stumbled on 
in his search for the cellar stairs. Thus he 
covered the four sides of the cellar, making the 


circuit. 
(To be continued.) 
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THE NEVVS IN SHORT ARTICLES. 


A WHISTLING TREE 


Among the euriosities of tree life is the sofar, 
or whistling tree, of Nubia. When the wind 
blows over this tree it gives out flute-like sounds, 
playing away to the wilderness for hours at a 
time strange, weird melodies. It is the spirit of 
the dead singing among the branches, the natives 
say, but the scientific white man says that the 
sounds are due to a myriad of small which an in- 
sect bores in the spines of the branches. The 
weeping tree of the Canary Islands is another ar- 
boreal freak. This tree in the driest weather will 
rain down showers from its leaves, and the na- 
tives gather up the water from the pool formed 
at the foot of the trunk, and find it pure and 
fresh. The tree exudes the water from innumer- 
able pores at the base of the leaves. 


ALL PARTS OF PEANUT VINES USED 

A peanut mili which will utilize every part of 
the vine is to be installed by the National Milling 
Company of Macon, Ga. between now and Nov. 
1. The mechanical equipment, which will be mod- 
ern in every way and cost in excess of $300,000, 
has already been ordered. The mill will have a 
capacity of sixty tons of peanuts a day. The 
machinery includes a separator which will take 
the peanuts from the vines, grinding and shelling 
the nuts, baling the stalks and leaves as hay, and 
crushing the smaller nuts for oil and peanut 
meal, and the hulls for meal to be used in feeds. 
The new process will eliminate the labor of pick- 
ing the peanuts, heretofore a hindrance in the 
commercial handling of the product. 


GAS MASKS FOR FOREST FIRES 

Necessity taught the English and Americans 
the use of vas masks. Now these same accesories 
of war have been put to use in fighting attacks 
of the destroyer in-nature, 

A severe forest fire in Glentanar Forest, Aber- 
deenshire, England, fed by a high wind, raged 
for days. On the fourth day a veering wind 
gravely endangered the mansion house of Lord 
Glentanar and the village of Aboyne.. Lord 
Glentanar, who had kept an all-night’ vigil fol- 
lowing his hurried journey north from London, 
was called upon to decide quickly whether, in 
the hope of checking the spread of the fire to 
the woods of Craigendinnie, densely planted with 
old Scots pines, he would sacrifice another strip 
of valuable wood at the edge -of Knosilie Hill 
by burning it in advance of the column of flame. 

He immediately gave orders to withdraw those 
battling against the advancing fire and to burn 
the wood uphill. Thus the advance of danger 
toward the township of Aboyne was stayed, but 
further off in the depths of the main forest a 
fierce blaze still roared and crackled. 

Subdued at one point, the fire broke out in 
another, and mobile parties were sent speeding 
hither and thither to centers which sentries post- 
ed on a tall watch tower signaled as being alight. 
Thus the day was one of alternating hopes and 


fears. “Once came a shout of victory, as over 
a stretch of three miles a wall of fire was beaten 
down. But later this temporary success was 
ae by a more vicious outbreak further 
south. : 


GREATEST OF VOLCANOES 


In the island of Savaii, in the Samoan group, 
during an August night in the year 1905, there 
arose from the midst of a peaceful cocoa plan- 
tation a volcano that in four years of its still 
ceaseless activity has sent forth more molten lava 
than has any volcano of which there is record. 

To-day this flovv of lava, in some places 700 
feet in depth, is filling up thessea along a front- 
age of more than seven miles, has destroyed about 
fifty villages and as many square miles of what 
was once the most productive area in all Samoa. 
From Apia, about fifty: miles away on the island 
of Upolo, it is sometimes possible to read at 
night by the glare of the Savaiian voleano, whose 
W pillars of vapor by day become columns of 
red. 

Above the ever-seething lake of fire within the 
crater hangs a great crimson cloud, while eight 
miles distant from the volcanic cone appears a 
lesser cloud, sometimes divided into many col- ~ 
umns of apparent fire. It is but the steam aris- 
ing from the sea, colored by the red glowing lava 
that pours a Niagara of fire over the cliffs that 
the ceaseless torrent of molten rock builds high- 
er and higher every day. The ocean steamers 
touching at Apia pass within close hailing dis- 
tance of this dramatic spectacle. 

Scientists who have seen the most recent flow 
say that every minute 300,000 tons of lava flow 
over the lower rim of the crater; and this not 
resembling in any way the other lava, but like 
molten iron spreads over the old field and beyond, 
until at the sea there is a Niagara of fire full ten 
miles in width. As this molten lava falls into the 
ocean, says Harper’s Weekly, it turns to fine black 
sand and sinks, and so a new coast line is being 
built up in water 300 to 400 feet deep. 

This moving molten lake advances at the rate 
of four miles an hour. As it pours itse’f into 
the sea columns of water are raised in steam to 
incalculable heights, and this, descending in a fine 
rain of brine, destroys vegetation and corrodes 
the galvanized iron roofings of churches and trad- 
ing stations for miles around. 


As the torrents of boiling lava break against 
the basalt cliffs or hummocks left by the old 
flow cliffs are melted by the heat, hummocks dis- 
integrated and carried forward by the flaw to be 
hurled into the sea, where they explode like ti- 
tanic bombs, and thig is taking place every mo- 
ment along an ever-widening sea front of ten 
miles at least. For more then a mile out in the 
ocean the water boils, and from the creater still 
flows a steady strem of lava greater, it is saic, 
than many has ever seen in the past issue from 
any volcano of which there is record, 
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A foggy night in November. The time—fifteen 
minutes to six. 

Within the great galvanizing works of Gurton 
Brothers the yellow gas jets were casting a 
feeble light through the dense smoke-laden at- 
mosphere on to the workers and their near sur- 
roundings. Outside the immediate vicinity of 
these lights the place was grim and strange in- 
deed. The rafters, gray with the smoke of twen- 
ty years, loomed out of the darkness overhead 
like twining ghostly arms, and in the black ob- 
security ahead piles of sheets assumed a thousand 
fanciful shapes, conveying the impression, in that 
uncertain light, of an army of great black ghosts 
that stretched up, up, up into the gloom until 
they were lost to sight as they blended with it. 

By six o’clock the various noises that made up 
the one unceasing din had subsided altogether for 
the night. The workers finished their tasks, and 
then instead of departing homeward they gath- 
ered together into a compact crowd to discuss 
a subject uppermost in the minds of all. 

Reginald Carrington, the “manager of the 
works, had mysteriously disappeared. He had 
been missing since the preceding night, and left 
no trace behind—had vanished as completely, in 
fact, as though swallowed up in an earthquake. 

Here was a man, in the very prime of man- 
hood, blessed with all that makes life most en- 
joyable, supposed to have left his native land, 
affectionate mother, and, above all—at least in 
the opinion of the mağority —his money, deposited 
in the largest local bank, where it still remained 
unclaimed by him or any one else, and his re- 
munerative situation. It was absurd, totally 
ridiculous, to imagine that any man in his sane 
senses would leave his money, above all, behind 
him, they argued and the conclusion they arrived 
at was ominous—there had been murder done, 
and the manager had been the victim! And there, 
with bated breath; each man gazed into his fel- 
low’s eyes and seemed to read therein an answer- 
ing refiection of his own unuttered thoughts. 

* + ae * ök ək 

Two months later than the opening date of 
this story the assize court at B was thronged 
with a motley crowd, each individual of which 
had gathered there to hear the sensational trial 
of a townsman for the murder of Reginald Car- 
rington, formerly manager at Gurton Brothers’ 
galvanizing works. 

After a few minor cases had been tried, the 
prosecuting counsel in the murder case was ob- 
served to whisper in the ear of his clerk, and 
simultaneously the pfisoner against whom so vile 
a crime was brought appeared’ in the dock. His 
appearance elicited an almost universal expres- 
sion of detestation, in the shape of a low, hissing 
groan. Few were there among the audience who 
showed one atqm of pity for the miserable being 
as he stood before them, palè and hollowed-eyed, 
the living, breathing picture of a guilt-haunted, 

. remorse-stricken man. 

He had been arrested on circumstantial evi- 
dence, it is true, but it was like the links in a 
chain, and every link was sound. The case went 
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on. Witness followed witness and gave evidence 
of the clearest kind; and as the trial proceeded, 


‘and the guilt of the accused became more ap- 


parent, an expression of abhorrence grew and 
strengthened on the faces of the audience, until 
they seemed on the point of bursting forth in an 
audible outburst of virtuous indignation. 

After the last witness had left the box, the 
prosecuting counsel arose to address-the court. 

“My lord and gentlemen of the jury,” he began, 
in clear, distinct tones, “the evidence that has 
been submitted to your notice is of such a clear 
and unmistakable nature, that comment upon it 
would seem utterly superfluous. Nevertheless, I 
will give it to you, as briefly as possible, in a 
more concise form; for, in an affair of such awful 
magnitude as this, it cannot be wise to. merely 
dwell lightly upon it. 

“It makes one shudder to know that such a 
wretch existed in our midst, and yet he was on 
terms of the greatest apparent friendship with 
the murdered man, Mr. Reginald Carrington, un- 
til the entrance of Miss Nellie Dangerfield into 
the galvanizing works of Messrs. Gurton Broth- 
ers. It was this young lady’s personal attractions 
that sowed the seeds of dissension between them, 
and from friends they changed to rivals. 


“Each strove to possess her affections, but of 
the two she favored Reginald Carrington alone, 
thus arousing all the malevolence of the prison- 
er’s nature. He-became sullen, nursed his anger 
until it overpowered his reason, and eventually 
resorted to drink as the only fitting method of 
drowning unrequited love—if you can style his 
brutish passion by that sacred name. Inflamed 
in mind and body, he uttered speeches against 
his rival and Miss Dangerfield that I refrain 
from mentioning, for obvious reasons. This re- 
sulted in a quarrel between the prisoner and the 
murdered man, in which, as two witnesses have 
testified, the prisoner was heard to threaten his 
rival’s life should he attempt to marry Miss Dan- 
gerfield; and that he did contemplate such a cere- 
mony Miss Dangerfield has admitted, the day 
fixed upon being Christmas Day. 

“When he knew this, the prisoner acted like a 
maniac. He openly avowed his determination to 
prevent the marriage at any cost, as several wit- 
nesses have proved. This was on October 12th. 
A month later Reginald Carrington mysteriously 
disappeared. He was seen last in the prisoner’s _ 
company by the two night watchmen of the 
works, and from that moment .all trace of him 
seemed lost. Suspicion pointed to the prisoner 
as the author of Carrington’s absence. It was 
surmised that he had fulfilled his threat and 
murdered his rival; but how and where no oné 
could tell. At last palpable evidence of the pris- 
oner’s guilt was discovered, This evidence was 
rə after Mr. Carrington had been missing 
a week. 


“On November 20th a large ‘pot’ was being 
‘dressed’ at Messrs. Gurton’s and as the gigantic 
‘spoon’ brought the refuse metal from the bot- 
tom of the ‘pot,’ there was seen topping it fhe 
works of a watch, a steel chain (immediately rec- 
ognized as Mr. Carrington’s), and a two-bladed 
pocket-knife, with a halft of steel, on which was 
engraved the prisoner’s name, Henry Johnson. 
These articles, with the silvery dross clingitig, 
which you have seen, were taken to where the 
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prisoner was at work, and so great was his emo- 
tion at sight of them, that he turned vvhite as 
snow and svvooned. 

“1 have nearly done. Before you, my lord and 
gentlemen of the jury, stands the guilty wretch, 
who has committed a crime only paralleled in the 
history of bygone ages. Think of the murdered 
man’s agony, plunged into a molten mass of 
metal. What death could fiendish malignance 
devise worse than this? 
rible. It is horrifying enough to think’ of; but 
to undergo such pain—to walk through the Dark 
Valley in such a way—to endure the concen- 
trated anguish of a life-time in ‘one brief mo- 
ment—all the glories of the land above can hard- 
ly make it fade from the purified soul.” 

The prosecuting counsel sat down amid sub- 
dued applause. 

~ “Prisoner at the bar,” said the judge, “what 
defense have you to offer?”- 

“None, your lordship,” was the mournful re- 
sponse. “It is useless for me to continue the plea 
of ‘not guilty’ in the face of the accumulated evi- 

ee all have heard. I confess to the crime!” 
e prisoner cast a pitiful, agonized glance 
toward her, and,-with half sob, resumed: 

“As Was been testified by the night watchman 
of the place where I last worked, I was the last 
person seen with the manager on the day he 
was last seen alive. Half intoxicated, I had paid 
a visit to his office, and, on finding him engaged 
in gazing with loving eyes at a photograph of her 
I loved so madly, I heaped all the insults upon 
him my reeling brain could conceive. He retorted 
and a stormy scene ensued, the result being I 
found myself discharged. 

“About twenty minutes to nine he emerged 
from his office and advanced to where I stood, 
near the huge ‘dipping-pot,’ concealed in the 
shadow of a: pile of sheets. When opposite to me 
I clenched my fist and struck him half-senseless 
to the ground. I then carried his limp form and 
laid it on the side of the ‘dip-pot,’ and then, with 
the/calmness of a red Indian, I tested the heat of 
the metal with a ‘skimmer,’ and found the ‘pot’ 
was all but boiling. Then, turning to my rival, 
whose eyes had opened in the meantime, I hissed: 

“Took well at my face, old friend! It’s the 
last you’ll see in this world! Nellie—” 


“I had scarcely uttered the name ere he seized 
a handful of dirt that rested near, and flung it 
in my eyes. 

“Binded for a moment, and doubly enraged, I 
sprang madly forward and pushed him into the 
‘pot.’ The next instant the metal exploded and 
dropped around me like hail. 


“T stayed no longer. I knew my dreadful work 
was finished; and, as best I could I made my 
way home, eluting in the thought that I had 
slain my rival and preserved my situation, but 
never thinking of the remorse that was to make 
my existence unbearable when my senses should 
become cool and collected. 

“You can see me now a wreck of what I used 
to be—unfit to live, unfit to die! I am in your 
hands; do with me as you will.” 

He ceased abruptly, just as a disturbance oc- 
curred in the crowded ranks of the audience; and 
from their midst a man was ushered by a con- 
stable into the witness-box. 


It must have been ter— 
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Like the prisoner, he was of massive propor- 
tions, but his features were hidden under a 
tangled mass of beard, etc. 

“What is the meaning of this?” the judge de- 
manded of the constable, as the man was placed 
in the box. : 

“It means, my lord, that 1 desire to give eyim 
dence in favor of the prisoner,” vvas the startling 
reply of the witness. 

‘“What evidence can you adduce in favor of the 
prisoner now when he himself has confessed his 
guilt?” demanded the astonished judge. 

“The strongest proof of his innocence,” the 
man replied, gravely, but with scarce-perceptible 
tremor in his voice. “Reginald Carrington was 
never murdered. He lives—unknown to all save 
me. I alone know where to find him. To me 
has been vouchsafed a greater knowledge of this 
affair than even the prisoner can command. The 
particulars you have heard are true in all but 
one point, and that is the manner in which the 
prisoner dealt with his rival after the dirt had 
been flung in his (the prisoner’s) face. Instead 
of pushing him into the ‘pot,’ he knocked him 
over the side in an awkward position. Simul- 
taneously, a damp cake of metal was displaced 
on the ‘pot’s’ side, and fell in, creating an ex- 
plosion, during which Carrington made his es- 
cape unheard. In a somewhat dazed condition 
he made all haste in a homeward direction, only 
to be knocked down by a horse driven by a 
hawker. 

_He was picked up and taken by the hawker to 
his home in a neighboring town. A doctor was 
summoned, and he declared that Carrington’s 
skull was fractured. Brain fever ensued, and the 
kind-hearted hawker and his wife tended the sick 
man with as much care as though he had been 
their son. Nothing was found on his body to 
lead to his identity—nor did his feverish ravings 
afford any clew—so that he remained for a time 
unknown even in name. At last the patient was 
convalescent; and then, when-the recollection of 
the cruelty of his one-time friend dawned upon 
him, and he learned that this friend was to be 
tried for murdering him, he détermined to be 
present at the trial to prevent a judicial mur- 
der taking place, and so he came disguised as you 
see him now. 

“Behold me! I am the missing man, Reginald 
Carrington!” : ; 

As he spoke the preceding sentence, the witness 
plucked from his face its hairy disguise, and, 
amid a scene of thrilling excitement, disclosed 
to. view the well-known features of the manager 
of Gurton Brothers’ galvanizing works. 

* * * * * * 


On the deck of the good ship Ormuz stood a 
stalwart man, and by his side an aged woman, 
gazing at the fast-receding shores of their na- 
tive land. They were Henry Johnson and his 
mother, who were bound to ‘Australia’s distant 
clime. : 

“Thank heaven, dear mother, that all has 
turned out so well,” Johnson whispered. . “May 
the good and great Ruler grant ər Reginald 
and his sweet bride Nellie long life and happi- 
nessl” 

“Amen, my dear boy,” the mother replied; “for 
.. „are angels on earth—generous, merciful, 
in 
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ITEMS OF INTEREST 


The Rev. W. S. Smith of Elyria, O., claims to 
have discovered the nerviest man. The man was 
the bridegroom and the knot was duly tied. 
“How much do I owe you?” came the query and 
the answer informed the happy benedict that the 
fee was always left to the discretion of the bride- 
groom, Hearing that, the newly-wed young gen- 
tleman forgot to pay anything, but remarked that 
he wanted a fancy mariage certificate. Smith 


said he would furnish a letter to the court and” 


such a certificate would be issued, and the happy 
couple hied away. The following month came a 
bill to Smith for one engrossed and colored mar- 
riage certificate. 


Owing to the high cost of building materials, 
about one-third of the materials from a house- 
wrecking operation may be used again for build- 
ing purposes. Formerly the house wrecker’s chief 
concern was to take down the construction in 
the least possible time and at the least expense 
to himself; but today he also figures on ways and 
means of removing said construction with such 
care as to secure much valuable building mate- 
rial. It is well within the memory of most of 
us when salvaged bricks sold for $1.00 a load 
with 2,000 bricks to a load. Today salvaged 
bricks bring $10.00 and in some instances as high 
as $15.00 a thousand. 


The first attempt to send part of a Zoo to Min- 
neapolis by mail was successful when Sheriff 
Earle Brown became host to a little brown bear. 
The bear came in with the morning mail, the gift 
of friends in Wisconsin, and almost disrupted the 
affairs of the Sheriff’s office, while deputies 
bought* out the Court House stock of peanuts, 
popcorn and candy and fed the surprise package. 

Even sheriffs and deputies in their own strong- 
hold have a wholesome respect for live wild bears, 
and’ although 40 pounds of cub sat up and begged 
politely to be taken out to see the sights, the 
Sheriff said he preferred to look at him through 
the wire mesh that covered one" side of the box. 

“Guess I’ll take him out to the farm, and when 
he gets used to me TIl let him out,” said the 
Sheriff, judiciously. 


SERVICE 
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Sea bathing in Paris, which, as everyone 
knows, is an inland city, is soon to be realized. 
Water from the sea is to be conveyed to the 
French capital by a long pipe line which has been 
planned by M. Alvarez of the Department of 
Roads and Bridges, as corollary to the scheme 
for bringing “mazout” or heavy oils from Havre 
to Paris by means of pipe lines three feet in 
diameter. Two such pipe lines are to be built, 
and a third line is planned for conveying sea 
water to a huge reservoir near Paris, where tired 
workers might rebuild their vigor and health over 
Sunday. The great cost of the pumping instal- 
lation has stood in the way of the project, but it 
has now been suggested that the pumps be re- 
versed during winter months for the purpose of 
pumping water from the Seine to the sea, in this 
manner reducing the danger of floods. 


LAUGHS 


“There’s a man outside who wants to see you.” 
“What sort of a man?” “He’s a blind man.” 
“Tell him he can’t see me.” R” li 


$ “Your wife has received some sudden shock.” _ 
‘What has happened?” “I don’t know, doctor. I 
came home early last night——” “Ah, that pre- 
sumably accounts for it.” 


Little Girl (to apothecary).—Please, sir, I’ve 
brought the remains of the medicine you gave 
grandfather. He’s dead, and mother thought you 
might like it for somebody else. 


When I first married my wife I used to call 
her the most endearing names. I called her “Kit- 
ten” at first, but nine days after we were mar- 
ried her eyes opened, and it was. all off. 


Whyte—My wife gave me a letter to mail ten 
days ago. Browne—And you forgot to mail it? 
Whyte—You bet I didn’t. It was to her mother, 
who was coming to make us a visit, telling her 
not to come. 


“I think you said, Rastus, that you had a bro- 
ther in the mining business in the West?” “Yeh, 
boss, that’s right.” “What kind of mining—gold 
mining, silver mining, copper mining?” “No, 
sah, none o’ those; kalsomining.” 

2 x 

“Sir,” said the astonished landlady to a travel- 
er, who had sent his cup forward for the seventh 
time,” “you must be very fond of coffee.” “Yes, 
madam, I am,” he-replied, “for I should never 
have drunk so much water to get a little.” 


“Here is a pretty good original joke that I 
heard the other day,” writes an officer in France. 
“We were out on a road-march the other day, 
and as we stopped to feed the horses, and as one 
of the men was putting a nose-bag on his horse, 
he remarked to a friend: ‘Do you know this 
horse has more sense than any horse I ever saw? 
Why, the first time that I put a nose-bag on him 
he closed his eyes and held his breath, thinking 


that it was a gas mask.” 
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INTERESTING NEWS ARTICLES 


MOVIE THEATRE CHECKS CIGARS 


A moving picture theatre in Bardwell, Ky., has 
adopted a first aid to economy. On the right of 
the entrance to the theatre is a check stand for 
cigars. As men go into the place, instead of lit- 
tering up the front of the show with their cigar 
butts, they put them in little jars on the wall and 
take a check out showing the number of the jar. 
When the show is over the butts are*lighted up 
again and a dime or a quarter is saved, and the 
owner of the theatre is saved the expense of hir- 
ing a negro boy to sweep up the butts the fol- 
lowing morning. 


THE FASTEST AMERICAN DESTROYERS. 
AH American records for speed were broken by 
the torpedo boat destroyer “Satterlee” during her 
standardization firing over the measured mile off 
Rockland, Me., when she made a mile at the rate 
of 38.26 knots. The best previous record of37,04 
knots was held by the American destroyers 
“Dent” and “Wickes.” The boat also established 
a new record in her class for horsepower, de- 
veloping a maximum of 31.223. The “Satterlee,” 
which has been in commission six months, was 
built by the Newport News Shipbuilding and Dry 


Dock Company. 


KILLED A LYNX. 

The first lynx pelt that has been seen at Ash- 
land, Wis., for many years was brought to ti: 
county clerk’s: office by E. J. Lane, lighthouse 
keeper on Michigan Island. The animal had been 
prowling about the lighthouse for some time, and 
one day became so bold as to come right up to the 
back door. Lane picked up a club to attack the 
animal, but before he could strike the lynx had 
sprung at him. <A fight followed, in which Lane 
had not by any means the best of it; but he fin- 


. ally managed to reach the house and warding the 


animal off for a moment rushed in, slamming the 
door after him. Then, seizing his gun, he hur- 
ried to the window and shot the lynx through the 
head.“ The killing of the lynx brought Lane a 
bounty of $6. 


PARIS YOUTHS GO RAT SHOOTING 


Every way of hunting rats is permitted in Paris 
except with a gun. That discovery was made by 
two French youths at- the end of a happy eve- 
ning shooting rodents with a small shotgun alone 
the boulevards. When they read that the great 
rat hunt season had opened in the city and that 
twenty-five centimes reward was offered for every 
dead rat, they got themselves rigged up in com- 
plete hunting costume, game bags, guns and 
knives complete, and started out where they 
thought they would pick up the biggest bars. 

The first battle was at a railway station. Their 
beater rounded out the corner while they stood on 
guard. Two fell to their guns, and with them 
stuffed in their bags they went on their way along 
the streets. Wherever a rat dared show his 
nose up through the grills around the sidewalk 


eee he was greeted with a fusillade of the tiny 
shot. 

It was dark when this adventure happened, but 
the heroes of it used their weapons well. When 
they had been shooting for an hour their bags 
were well filled. 

The elated hunters made their way to the Place 
de Clichy, hoping to repeat their success. 

“Phere was a noise behind. Were the rats mass- 
ing for an attack on our rear to avenge their 
dead? All we could see was two dim figures of 
men. They were cyclist policemen.» As our guns 
were apparent we could not deny the charge when 
they asked, ‘Have you been shooting?’ ‘To-day 
the rat-hunting seasons opens,” we explained, ‘and 
we are making a. beginning.’ All the policemen 
answered was “Come to the police station.” There 
the sergeant in charge was businesslike. ‘Your 
names and profession,’ he demanded. ‘Rat hunt- 
ers, beginning the season,’ was the answer. 

“By even ranks the policemen broke into laurh- 
ter and triumphantly I held up one of our victims 
by the tail. The proof was irrefutable, but our. 
arms had to be surrendered. <All ways, it ap- 
pears, of killing rats are permitted except thot 
of treating them as rabbits and making a jolly 
shooting party along the boulevards.” 
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GOOD READING 


LONDON’S MONOLITH CONTAINS COINS 

VVill the workmen who are busy repairing the 
base of Cleopatra’s Needle disturb the jars which 
were placed in the pedestal when the monolith 
was erected? 5 

The jars contain British coins, a translation 
of the meaning of the hieroglyphics inscribed on 
the monument, a railway guide, a number of 
children’s toys, copies of newspapers, a map of 
London, a translation into several languages of 
St. John iii, 16, a history of the monument and 
its journey to London, and many other things. 

This was after the custom of the ancient Egyp- 
tians. 


FIRST RADIOGRAM HEARD ’ROUND . 
WORLD RECEIVED 

The first wireless message “to be heard around 
the world” was received August 21st by Secre- 
tary Daniels from the. Lafayette Radio Station 
at Bordeaux, France. 

The miessage was the first to be sent from the 
Lafayette station, the largest in the world, which 
has just been completed by the U. S. Navy and 
is undergoing official test before being turned 
over. to the French Government for operation. 
The message received by Secretary Daniels fol- 
lows: 

“This is the first wireless message to be heard 
around the world and marks a milestone on the 
road of scientific achievement.” 

In a radio message of reply, the Secretary said: 

“Congratulations upon the successful comple- 
tion of the gigantic radio station named for that 
distinguished Frenchman whom all Americans 
honor. Designed to serve a military purpose, it 
will not serve to bind closer the cordial relations 
which have always existed between France and 
the United States. 

“On behalf of the United States Navy, I desire 
to express my pleasure upon the achievement of 
the Lafayette Radio station in transmitting the 
first message to be heard around the world. We 
are happy to recognize in this powerful signal 
a symbol of that force and sympathetic under- 
standing with which the voice of France shall be 
heard by its sister republic.” 


MUTTON CHOP COSTS 12 CENTS A BITE 
IN ZURICH 


The following letter, written from Lugano, 
Switzerland, by Indiana travelers, has been re- 
ceived in Indianapolis: 

“We have been over the top of the Alps and 
are on our way to Italy. We are held up by the 
railroad strike, but it is in such a beautiful re- 
giön that we are rather glad. All the Swiss 
cities are lovely and clean, inside and out. We 
are now down where the Italian-Swiss are. We 
like the French-Swiss best. The Swiss go to 
France and Italy, as their money is better over 
there and but few come here, as prices are 
frightful. Regarding prices sky high: Paris in 
its palmiest days never had anything on Switzer- 
PSI In Zurich one mutton chop cost $1. We 
hoped by being very careful and being dainty 
to get at least ten bites out of it. That vvould 


be 12 cents a bite. Büt we could not do it. The 
best we could do each. bite cost us 12 1-2 cents, 

“Five dollars a day for a room no bath or run- 
ning waler. the prices are iixed by the hotel. 
association and many hotels are closed. So they 
keep the prices up, waiting for the Americans. 
Every one seems waiting to snatch our money 
away. One man said: ‘You have all made so 
much money out of the war, come over here and 
let us: get some of it.” “Some of it” is good. You 
won’t have any left. But it is a beautiful coun- 
try, and you can forgive, especially as every 
other country is trying to do the same. You 
never hear how much the American people are 
doing, only how much they are making. I hope 
we will never hate and envy as some of the peo- 
ple do on this side of the world. 

“We met a party of young girls from Alabama 
traveling with their teacher. You cannot imagine 
how refreshing it was to see them—a bunch of 
American beauties, clear-eyed, clear-skinned, 
bright and alert. Just to see them was a treat. 
We meet many Americans and all are of the 
same opinion: ‘We always did love our country, 
but now we worship it.” ””—Indianapolis News. 


A PEST OF APES 

Gibraltar is having its deportation. difficulties. 
The “Rock” has twenty undesirables which it is 
anxious to get rid of. The subjects of deporta- 
tion or extermination are monkeys. How they 
found their way to Gibraitar is not known, but 
the supposition is that they originally came over 
from the opposite African coast, where they exist 
in a wild state in large numbers. 

Formerly they were much more numerous”on 
the “Rock” than at present, though at one time 
they were reduced to twelve. Now there are 
twenty, mostly females and young males. Of 
the latter, the oldest, known as “Samson,” is four 
years old, The two oldest died recently—a male, 
first known as “Ferguson” and lately as “Hinden- 
burg,” but generally as “the old man,” and a fe- 
male known as-“Old Jenny.” 

The members of the present troop are very 
often seen on the western side of the “Rock,” to 
which they are driven by the strong wind. from 
the east. They live mostly on sweet roots and on 
what they can steal from gardens and houses. 
Encouraged by fruit and nuts given them by 
passersby, very frequently they visit the town, 
though people are prohibited from feeding them 
under penalty, 

Lately numerous complaints have been made in 
the interest of sanitation, concerning the nuisance 
caused by ages, who befoul roofs and terraces 
from which rain water is collected for drinking 
purposes and stored in tanks, 

So far nothing has been decided. Though ex- 
termination or deportation has been contem- 
plated, public feeling is strongly against either 
measure, and advocates the better feeding of the 
apes on the “Rock” to discourage their visits to 
the town in quest of food, and their being €on- 
fined to certain numerical limits. At present 
Gibraltar contributes $105. a year for the care 
and feeding of the apes. 
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BANNER TAILORING CO. 


Dept 701 Chicago, ILE 


No Study 


Necessary 


and pracüce to learn to play, 


M you ear hum, talk or sing you and your friends can 
become expert Song-o-Phone players right away, and play 
anything from the good old songs to the most popular hits, 


- Song-o-Phones 
are delighting 


thousands 


Send right away for booklet and 
full particulars about these wonder- 
ful, inexpensive instruments. 


At all musical instrument 


Play Eight 


Instruments 


Evory home, every group of friends 
should have Song-o-Phones, the re- 
markable instruments that anyone 

: can play. They produce rich, sweet, 
powerful tones, imitating band in- 
struments that take »"r3 of study 


YouWanttoEarn BigMoney! 


And you will not be satisfied unless you earn steady 
promotion. But are you prepared for the job ahead 
of you? Do you measure up to the standard that 
insures success? For a more responsible position a 
fairly good education is necessary. To write a sen- 
sible business letter, to prepare estimates, to figure 
cost and to compute interest, you must have a cer- 
tain amount of preparation. All this you must be 
able to do before you will earn promotion. 


Many business houses hire no men whose general 
knowledge is not equal to a high school course. 
Why? Because big business refuses to burden itself 
with men who are barred from promotion by the 
lack of elementary education. 


Can You Qualify for a Better Position 


We have a plan whereby you can. We can give you 
a complete but simplified high school course in two 
years, giving you all the essentials that form the 
foundation of practical business. It will prepare 
you to hold your own where competition is keen 
and exacting, Do not doubt your ability, but make 
up your mind to it and you will soon have the re- 
quirements that will bring you success and big 
money. YOU CAN DO IT. 

Let us show you how to get on the road to success, 
It will not cost you a single working hour. We are 
so sure of being able to help you that vve vvill 
cheerfully return to you, at the end of ten lessons, 
every cent you sent us if you are not absolutely 
satisfied. What fairer offer can we make you? 
Write today. It costs you nothing but a stamp, 
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à MEN 


One of the most 
remarkable “men 
of memory” is 
George Harbottle, 
a quarry miner 
living near New- 
castle, England. 
This “son of the 
soil” possesses a 
memory which re- 
tains an indel- 
ible impression of 
every word which 
he hears or reads. 
After once read- 
ing a dozen pages 
of any book he 
can repeat them 
without omitting 
a single word. 
One morning this 
remarkable man 
purchased a vol- 
ume of the 
“Fairie Queene,” 
and before the 
evening he could 
recite Spencer”s 
masterpiece from 
beginning to end. 

Viseount Mil- 
ner, a member of 
the VVar Cabinet, 
is the possessor 
of a wonderful 
memory. He once 
performed an as- 
tonishing feat 
while private sec- 
retary to Lord 
Goschen. He was 
asked to supply a 
copy of his chief’s 
address to the 
electors of East 
and 


xar School of Correspondence, 
1 Dept. H.B.-784, Chicago, Hİ, 
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$2,500 to $7,000 İ” 2,500 to $5,000 
«Draftsman & əyarı əə "Telegraph Peete A Gladstone had 
3 ə oe el on sae L a Bia won derful 
i dəs ise i A ə, əm 7 “..ehligi ool Graduate i 
eA e aaen əvəl nut Rite CE ON $4,000 to $10,000 z İn tvvo years {| memory, and 
BE” EAGLE WATCH CO.. Dent. 163 EA>í BOSTON, MASS, +» Generel m. mn Expat Fi could “reel o:” 
: on z 7 o $10, a 
NOW, JAZZ 'EM UP, BOYS! ANEW AND NIFTY INVENTION i passages from 
e y f | ə Homer, Ovid and 
REG. VSAT. OF FICE ə the “Iliad” at a 


moment’s notice. 


Slide Fit "2-Piccolo. played instantly. 25c AGENTS WANTED 
STEWAKT CO., 321K W. 48th St. N. Y. Q 


Rheumatism 


A Remarkable Home Treatment 
Given by One Who Had It 


In the Spring of 1893 I was attacked by Muscu- 
lar and Inflammatory Rheumatism. I suffered as 
only those who have it know, for over three years- 
E tried remedy after remedy, and doctor after 
doctor, but such relief as I received was only tem- 
porary. Finally, I found a remedy that cured me is 
completely, and” it has neve? returned. I have 
given it to a number who were terribly afilicted 
and even bedridden with rheumatism, some of 
them 70 to 80 years old, and results were the jj 
same as in my own case, 

I want every sufferer from any -form of ‘rheu- 
matio trouble to try this marvelous healing power. 
Don’t send a cent; simply mail your name and 
address and I will send it free to try, After you 
have used it and it has proven itself to be that 
Jong-looked-for means of getting rid of your rheu— 
matism, you may send the price of it, one dol- 
lar, but understand, I do not want your money 
unless you are perfectly satisfied to send it. Isn’t 
that fair? Why suffer any longer when relief is 
thus offered you free. Don’t delay. Write today. 

Mark H. Jackson, No, 803G, Durston Bldg., 
Syracuse, N. Y. 

Mr. Jackson is responsible, Above statement true, 


TOBACCO 
a 


No matter whether used in pipe, cigarette, 
cigars, chewed, or used in the form of snuff. 
Superba Tobacco Remedy contains nothing 
injurious, no dope, poisons, or habit form- 


ing drugs. Guaranteed. Sent on trial. If. 
it cures costs you one dollar. If it falls, or 
if you are not perfectly satisfied, costs yon | 
nothing. Write for full remedy today. 

SUPERBA COMPANY, M?i. Baltimore, Md, 


Cured His RUPTURE 


I was badly ruptured while lifting a trunk 
Several years ago. Doctors said my only 
hope of cure was am operation. Trusses did 
me no good. Finally, I got hold of some- 
thing that quickly and completely cured me. 
Years have passed and the rupture has 
never returned, although I am doing hard 
work as a carpenter. There was no opera- 
tion, no lost time, no trouble. I have noth- 
ing to sell, but will give full information 
about how you may find a complete cure 
without operation, if you write to me, Eu- 
gene M. Pullen, Carpenter, 301G Marcellus 
Avenue, Manasquan, N. J. Better cut out 
this notice and show it to any others who 
are ruptured—you may save a life or at 
least stop the misery of rupture and the 
worry and danger of an operation. 


Goitre 


Levers’ Secrets or Wooing, Winning and Wedding 
‘This book tells how to begin courting and how 
to get over bashfulness. The way to write 
love letters and how to win a girl’s favor. The 
way to put the question to her and how tomake 
yourself agreeable. You should read this book 
z When committing mutrlmony. 25e Postpaid 


“Ward Pub. Co., Tilton, N. H. 


= 


Sereda hepe; worm aie 

. 2 

poqcaağully. used for 18 were 
monicls., GOITRENS COMPANY, 

458 West G3rd Siroot, Chicagos İ 


VICK HAIR CROWTH? 
Box Free To You?! 


ould You Like Such æ Result as This? 


Do you want, free, a trial box of Koge 
kott, that has proved successful in so many 
cases? Ifso, you need only to answer this adv, 
+ by postcard or letter, asking for FREE BOX, 

Th s faraona Daron is for dandruff, thin- 

ning hair and several forms of 
BALDNESS, In many cases, FR EE 
a new hair growth has been reported when 
all else had failed, So why not see for 
X 3 yourself? Koskott is used by men and 
- “o” A Women; itis perfectly harmless and often 
=. + starts hair growth in a few days, Addresas: 


sboratory, East 32d St., pa-m. Now Yörk, N. Y. 


~JRENESS HEALED 


Sore or open legs, ulcers, enlarged veins, 
eczema healed while you work. Write- for 
free book and describe your own case, 
A. C. Liepe, 1457 Green Bay Av., Milwaukee, Wis, 
tan(NEW BOOK) Tells how to Get 
Acquainted; How to Begin Courtship 
How to Court a Bashful Girl; to Woo a 
39 Widow; to winan Heiress; how to catch 
a Rich Bachelor; how to manage your 
beau tomake him propose;how tomake 
our fellow or girl love you; what todo 
fore and after the wedding, Telia 
other things.necessary for Lovers to 
now, 


0: k Sample co by mail 10 centa, 
BOYAL ROOK CO., Box 9 Yormalk, Conp. 


Handsome Gold Filed Signet EREE 
Ring Guaranteed for 3 Years 
o friends and to introduce our Maga 


eae 


ici 
YR. 


INDICATORS & FIGURES 
RADIUM TREATED 


< Only $3.98} 


Here is a guaranteed, 
serviceable watch at cost. 
Only $3.98. Thin model, 
regulated,stem winder,stem $ 
set, standard size, true lever 
escapement,open face, solid 
silveroid case, fuli Bassine 
pattern with French bow 
and crown. Black dial with 
radium - treated indicators 
and figures; easy teli time § 
day ornight. Superior met- 
al movements, handsomely § 
damaskeened. This watch will be sent insured, 
postpaid if you mail us money order for $3.98 which 
3 includes war tax, Or, send only 48 cents (stamps) 
and agree to pay $3.50 when watch is delivered. 
Satisfaction guaranteed or money refunded. f 
CALHOUN WATCH COMPANY 
110 Nassau St., )03.A New York, N.Y. © 


Bear Oil Grows Hair 


One of the potential ingredients of 
Kotalko—for the hair—is genuine bear oil, 
procured through hunters at a large cost. 
There are other active ingredients not 
found in any other hair preparation. 
Kotalko is an ointment. It has succeeded 
in many cases of baldness, falling hair 
and dandruff when every other hair 
lotion or treatment has proved futile. A 
$30 guarantee is offered to Kotalko users, 

Why become or remain bald if you can 
grow hair? If others have obtained a new 

* growth through Kotalko, why not you? Get 
a box at any busy drug store; or send 10 
cents, silver or Stamps, for testing pack- 
age, with proofs, to John Hart Brittain, 


BW-103 Station F, New York City. Cut 
out and show others this advertisement. 


HUNDREDS OF 
MEXICANS 
NOW HEADED 
HOMEWARD 


Hundreds 
of Mexicans are 
treking back to 
the land of the 
tamale and their 
nativity as a re- 
sult of the latest 
revolution in the 
southern republic, 
according to rail- 
road officials who 
are watching the 
steady flow of 
swarthy skinned 
persons toward 
the Rio Grande. 


Dallas’s own 
“Little Mexico,” 
which gained in 


population from a 
few score ten 
years ago to more 
than six thousand 
in the 1920 cen- 
sus, is reported to 
be losing ground 
rapidly. 

Since the death 
of Venustiano 
Carranza, sev- 
enty-five Mexi- 
cans—men, wom- 
en and children— 
purchased tickets 
here for the bor- 
der. Since then, 
railroad men 
said, from thirty 
to fifty citizens of 
the nation to the 
south have been 
leaving daily. 
Cimilar condi- 
tions are said to 
exist at other 
Southwest- 
ern. cities. 

Leading Mexi- 
can residents here 
declare confidence 
in the present 
revolution is re- 
sponsible for so 
many natives re- 
turning home. 


‘Practically every 


native Mexican in 
Texas, they said, 
believes the new 
regime to be the 
foundation for a 
stable govern- 
ment in their rev- 
olution-torn coun- 
try. 


heard your voice 
since, I recog- 
nized it immedi- 


ately,’ volun- 
teered the former 
Mayor. 


“Yes, I am Col. 
George A. Lyon, 
whom the papers 
call the seventy- 
year-old Harvard 
student. 1 did 
quite a bit of 
reading when I 
was in college. 
You know I had 
to work my way 
through. Come 
up to my rooms 
in Stoughton 
somo time. You 
will always find 
the latch up, a 
good crowd there, 
a cup of tea or 
üoffee and a good 
sized bowl of 
crackers,” replied 
Lyon, 

“T surely will,” 
declared former 
Mayor Thurston 
as he walked 
away busy with 
memories, for the 
time he spoke of 
was his courting 
days, and she was 
at his side when 
Col. Lyon recited 
a rather appeal- 
ing poem of love 
and romance, 


Gold-plated Lavalliere and 
Chain, pair Earbobs, Gold- 
plated Expansion Bracelet 
with Im, Watch, guaranteed 
quality and 3 Gold-plated 
Rings ALL FREE for 
selling only 15 pieces 
Jewelry at 10 cents each. 

Columbia Novelty Ce, 
Den g6?East Boston, Mass. 


ABSOLUTELY FREE 4 


ai 


A BIG SAMPLE BOOK of 
the very finest patterns 
and woolens from which to 
order your new suit or ovef- 
coat will be sent to you at once, 
prepaid, Do not send us a single 
penny. Just giveus yournameand 
address and the catalog will be 

mailed immediately! j 


‘Agents Wanted 


You will be able to make $60 a 
week and more in your spare time + 
by just taking orders from your 
friends and acquaintances from 
the catalog that you will order 
from. Give us your name NOW! 


OLD COINS WANTED 

$2 to $500 EACH paid for Hundreds of 
Coins dated before 1895. Keep ALL old 
Money. You may have Coins worth a 
Large Premium. Send 10c. for new 
Illustrated Coin Value Book, size 4x6. 
Get Posted at Once, 

CLARKE COIN CO., Box 35, Le Roy, N. Y. 


bid VALUE for 10 Gis. 


6 Songs, words and music; 25 Pic 

tures Pretty Girls ;40 Wa sto Make 

Money; 1 Joke Book; Book on 

Love; 1 Magic Book; 1 "Book Letter 

Writing; 1 Dream Book and For- 

tune Teller; 1 Cook Book; 1 Base 

Ball Book, gives rules for games; 1 

"Toy Maker Book, Language of 

Flowers; 1 Morse ‘Telegraph A pha- 

bet; 12 Chemical Experiments; 

"Magic A e Table; Great North Pole 

Game, 100 Conundrums; $ Puzzles; 

12 Games; 30 Verses for Autograph Albums, All! ! 
the above by mail for 10 cts. and 2 cts. aq, i 
BOYAL CO., Box 20, South Norwalk, Conn, | 


| 
| 
| 
Everything is FREE! 
REPUBLIC WOOLEN CO. Dept. 446 CHICAGO 


Send You a 2. 


ON”Tsenda Paşaya ust send your name and say: “Send 
L Lac! ina sa) .. ring on 10 
We will İl send it a gi ak to eens Xə 

mes merely deposit $4. it the ARA wear ahs 

for 10 full days. if divou oria if any o 


od ue $2 E0 s mouth until $15.16 bes been pal 


our name now. Tell z J which of the 
Spee be above you wish 


joy your zeai "Ranger" 


the ‘Pay 
: woe monthiy payments on on Cid nr Ea 1 

ERISA SRB wholesale jies, | N 

sız lors sizes — ow 97 EA ) 

Delivered FREE on 50 WS TRIAL, ANA 

Select bicycle and terms that sı NİL 
cash or easy əsə ik tes. a 
TIRES lan) m L pea and Wy 


Face Ranger O iə ialog anil marvelona pr Recs Be big, 
‘MEAD e “CYCLE —”. 


) REAL PHONOGRAPH 


Beautifully finished, nickel winding 
crank, spring motor, sp regulator, 
stop lever. New improved ə 

box with mica diaphragm 
perfect reproductions of all kinds 
il of music. A MARVELOUS 
Machine in every way. Dəlight- 
ed nd NO | of homes, 

Send 


Bend us the $6 you collect 

and we will sond this new im- 
proved E. D. L. Phonograph and 

a selection of 6 records free, 
€.D.LIFE,Oopt. 5146 Chicago 


A SIX MONTHS’ SUBSCRIPTION TO THE 
BOYS’ MAGAZINE FOR ONLY 50 CENTS! 


By accepting this remarkable low price offer you 
Save 70 cents over the newsstand price as. our price 
PER COPY is 20 cents. 

THE BOYS’ MAGAZINE is the finest boys’ periodical 
in America. Each issue contains from 15 tg 22 thrilling 
short stories, from 3 to 4 splendid serial stories besides 
a wealth of special departments devoted to Electricetty, 
Mechanics, Wireless, Popular Science, Ath.etics and 
Physical Training, Editorials, Stamp and Coin Collect- 
ing, Review of New Boys’ Books, Moving Picture Plays 
and Players, Stories by Boys, Debating, Outdoor Sports, 
Amateur Photography, Talks with Parents, Boys Who 
Are Winning Business Success, etc., etc. Besides all 
this we are now.publishing, in each issue, a large num- 
ber of illustrated jokes drawn by the best professional 
comie artists in America. 

Send only 50 cents today (send stamps if more con- 
venient) and we'll enter your subscription at once, 

You are not taking the slightest chance AS WE 
WILL REFUND YOUR MONEY IMMEDIATELY should 
you not be more than pleased with THE BOYS’ 
MAGAZINE. Our firm is incorporated for $200,000.00 
under the laws of the State of Pennsylvania, Every 
banker and publisher in America will tell you we are 
ABSOLUTELY RELIABLE. 

So send along your subscription and if THE BOYS’ 
MAGAZINE doesn’t far exceed your expectations we'll 
refund your money promptly and without question, 

Address: The Scott F. Redfield Co., Inc. 
5040 Main St., Smethport, Pa, 
THE BOYS’ MAGAZINE is on sale at all newsstands 


0 cents a copy. 


STACE 


CET ON THE 
© VAUDEVILLE 


-. s x ə AR ır ieee 

. Experience unnecessary, Splen 

nee Zi ... ğ yə for’ xər 
ara” ex] 

A Pe əsirə books “Aaa se "Pu 

Send 6 cents pos state age and vc 


€ FREDERİC LA DELLE, sts.214, JACKSON, MICH. 


A NEGRO UTOPIA 


Lonoke County, Arkansas, wher 


new idea negro community is be 2 
built and for which a set of laws nə 


been paid down that forbids alw 
every kind of amusement save “1 
in” possum” and whose code is “wo 
on the theory that idleness is 
worst enemy of the negro, the - 
saying about “all work and no i 
to the contrary notwithstanding. 
There will be no dancing, no o1 
ing “craps,” no card playing, no loa: 
ing, no fighting. About the only thing 
that this new and fast growing com- 
munity will be permitted to do 
hunt. 
within the limits of lawful amuse- 
ment, ; 
And the chief aim is the establish- 
ment of a big faetory to turn out 


high quality and artistic coffins. .. 


The “promised land” surrounds th — 


community center that has been 
named Allport and to which 568 fam= 
ilies havg gone, each to take up and 
improve ‘forty acres of land. Next 
- year all business, most of which is 
now conducted by whites, will be 
taken over by negroes, and one year 
from now the whole community’s law 
‘and order, religion, administration 
and any other work that may fall 
under these general headings will be 
in the hands exclusively of negroes 
who live in the community. 

The “bad nigger” is barred. It 
takes a first rate “character” to gain 
a place in the’ community. 3 

The moving spirit for this Utopia 
for negroes and the one who is re- 
sponsible for most of the ideas that 
are being worked out, for the en- 
forcement of its laws and for most 
of the other things that pertain to 
living and learning and prospering, 
is the Rev. R. Amos, negro “elder,” 
as he calls himself, who has been a 
leader of his race in Arkansas for 
a good many years. At this par- 
ticular: time, however, he is going 
through the State conducting -meet- 
ings for the particulary’ purpose of 
striking down what he terms “vicious 
propaganda” aimed to create discord 
between negroes and whites. He has 
held sixty-four meetings to teach con- 
tentment to his race. His work has 
been indorsed by Governor C. H. 
Brough, of Arkansas, and by a good 
many other white people, 


Not even baseball is admitted | 


OUR TEN-CENT HAND BOOKS 
No. 56. HOW TO BECOME AN ENGINEER.—Containing full in- 
structions how to become a locomotive engineer; also directions for 
building a model locomotive; together with a full description of 
everything an engineer should know. ` 
No, 60. HOW TO BECOME A PHOTOGRAPHER. — Containing 
useful information regarding the Camera and how to work İts..also 
how to make Photographie Magic Lantern Slides and other Trans- 
parencies. Handsomely illustrated. 
No. 62, HOW TO BECOME A WEST POINT MILITARY CADET. 
—Explains how to gain admittance, course of Study, Examinations, 
Duties, Staff of Officers, Post Guard, Police Regulations, Fire De- 
partment, and ali a boy should know to be a cadet. By Lu Sənarens, 
No. 63, HOW TO BECOME A NAVAL CADET.—Complete instruc, 
tions of how to gain admission to the Annapolis Naval Academy 
Also containing the course of instruction, description of grounds 
and buildings, historical sketch, and everything a boy should know 
to become’ an officer in the United States Navy. By Lu Senarens 
No. 64. HOW TO MAKE ELECTRICAL MACHINES,—Containing 
full directions for making electrical machines, induction coils, dyna- 
mos, sind many novel toys to be worked by electricity. By R. A. R. 
Bennet. Fully illustrated. . 
No. 65. MULDOON”S JOKES.—The most original joke book ever 
published, and it is brimful of wit and humor. It contains a large 
collection of songs, jokes, conundrums, etc., of Terrence Muldoon 
the great wit, humorist, and practical joker of the day is 
No. 66. HOW TO DO PUZZLES.—Containing over three hundred “ 
interesting puzzles and conundrums, with key to same, A complete 
book. Fully illustrated. r 
No. 6%. HOW TO DO ELECTRICAL TRICKS.—Containing a 
large collection of -instructive and highly amusing electrical tricks, 
together with illustrations. By A. Anderson. 
For sale by all newsdealers, or will be sent to any address on 
receipt of price, 10c. per copy, or 3 for 25c., in money or postage 
stamps, by 
FRANK TOUSEY, Pub.. 163 West 23d St., New York. 


SCENARIOS «snore mazı 


By JAMES P, COGAN Price 35 Cents Per Copy 


This book contains all the most recent changes in the method 
of construction and submission of scenarios. Sixty Lessons, 
covering every phase of scenario writing, from the most ele- 
mental to the most advanced principles. This treatise covers 
everything a person must know in order to make money as a 
successful scenario writer. For sale by all News-dealers and 
Book-Stores. If you cannot procure a copy, send us the price, 
35 cents, in money or postage stamps, and we will mail you one, 
postage free. Address 


L. SENARENS, 219 Seventh Avo., New York, N. Y.- 
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